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To the Right Honourable 5 
CHARLES, 
EARL of MIDDLESEX, 


One of the Gentlemen of his Majeſty's 
Bed-Chamber, 7 . 


My LORD, 


LIE is a bold Expedition which a Writer 
I: undertakes, when he ſends his Forces: 
abroad into the World; he is toencoun- 
ter Enemies of all kinds; not only vaſt popu- 
lous Provinces of effeminate Underſtanding, 
who often defeat with their Numbers; but 
bold, barbarous, hardy, and invincible Fools, 
who will die upon the Turf, rather than yield: 
nay, and his Friends too often break their 
League, and ſend ſecret Supplies to his Ene- 
mies. All Reputations look on themſelves as 
invaded, and every one pretends to Reputation. 
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iv The Epiſile Dedicatory. 


Fame is a great Common, where every Cot- 
tager thinks he has a right, and will rather 
ſaffer it all to lie waſte, than any part to be in- 
+ cloſed, Every Man thinks himſelf by Birth 
(a Wit, as every Spaniard thinks himſelf a Gen- 
tleman; he has as good Blood in his Veins, as 
Perſons of the greateſt Dignities, only. wants 
their- Titles; that is to ſay, every man wou'd 
be a Wit, if he had it. Yet as much value as 
„they have for it in themſelves, they hate no 
4 : 
man more, than he who abounds in that, for 
which they wou'd have themſelves eſteemed, 
But the enmity of poor vulgar Heads were 
nothing, if Men of the firſt rank of Wit had 
not Feuds among themſelves; *tis a ſtrange 


Lunacy that poſſeſſes em: a Man that has the | 
largeſt Habitation in Fame, will yet think 
all his Windows darkened, if another ſoars 


over him. Men have not the ſame Frenſies 


in other things. The greateſt Lover of Mu- 


lick in the World, does not think he ſhares 
one Note leſs of it, for a croud of Liſtners; 


whatever Quarrels there have been among | 


Trading Nations, about ingroſfing Com- 


merce, none ever fought to ingroſs the 


Winds, becauſe no Ship had the leſs for a- 


nother having his Sails full.: and yet Wit- | 


Adventurers. perpetually contend for the 
Breath of the Multitude, and think them- 
ſelves becalmed if any one has a Gale. In ſhort, 
' a Writer is look'd upon as an Invader of the 


\. World „ and all Mankind are in Arms a- 
geainſt him. In ſuch a deſperate Condition, 
he” muſt implore of ſome —.— Perſon, 
leave to awe 4a 

the World with his Name; and | know no 
greater Name, nor more able to afford me 3 
— = Pro- 1 


either his Conduct, or at lea 


De Epiſtle Dedicatory. v 
protection than your Lordſhip's, It is but 
pretending your Lordſhip favours this Play, 
and that ſhall give it (ſafe Conduct thro' 
Underſtandings of every Degree and Cli- 
mate; it can paſs thro' no Region where 
our Lordſhip has not an abſolute Command, 


—ͤ— —_— - y_—_—— hd 


Wit, find in your Lordſhip the Golden 
Coaſt ; vaſt heaps of that Wit, which paſſes 
current in the World, and bears the Images 


your Lordſhip's Oar; but nothing can be 
richer than that of your own refining. More 
temperate. Heads which ake under the o 

preſſion of that Heat, delight themſelves in 
your Lordſhip's Courteſy, Generoſity, Inte- 
grity, Honour, and all the more familiar 
Virtues: no part of Mankind, but may find 
ſome particular Excellence or other in your 
Lordſhip, to pleaſe them. The Virtues of 
this Age, methinks, converſe with one ano- 
ther, like the Wits of it, in Parties and 
g Factions; ſeldom uniting together; every 
1- Virtue takes a Houſe by it ſelf, and there 
je debauches with a thouſand Vices. How of- 
ten do we. ſee Wit, inſeparably affociating 
t- with that Raſcal, Ill-Nature; and thoſe Fops, 
1e Conceit, and Selfiſhneſs, and not one Vir- 
tue in his company ? As often do we find 
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t, Courage bluſtring by it ſelf, and Wit nat 
he daring to come near him. Integrity, Friend- 
a- fhip, and Honeſty, are ſo miſerably under 
n, the hatches, one knows not where to find 
n, Wthoſe poor Creatures; they never in any 


se, lived in much height, they are not 
Dorn to great Fortune, and ſeldom acquire 
Pe, Knavery- 2 the only Dutch * 
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he Traders to the hot Southern Climes of 


of others, are known to be coined out of 
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vi The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
to get an Eſtate, but yet they never were 
fo down as now, they now ſcarce at all ap- 
pear, or if they do, we find Wit not often 
in their company. And thus I might diſ- 
courſe, ſhould I go round to all the Moral 
Virtues; but they are not all ſo unſociable, 
as never to meet, they can come together 
when they like the place; and they are ſo fond 
of your Lordſhip's Soul, not one of em 
fails of reſorting thither, And as People uſe 
to dreſs themſelves well when they are to 
appear in great Aſſemblies; ſo thoſe excel- 
lent Qualities, which we often find flovenly 
habited in private Lodgings, by themſelves, 
do now, in ſo much good 5 ſhine 
in your Lordſhip's Breaſt in their richeſt 
Equipage : That repairing to your Lord- 
ſhip's Protection, I march not ſo much un- 
der the Conduct of one, as of many great 


Men, united in one. But far be it from me, 


to ſacrifice ſuch a Hecatomb to the Mul: 
titude; no, rather let me offer this, and all 
their Applauſe to your Lordſhip ; for after 
all, that is my real Deſign, It is true, my 
Lord, I have not much of it to lay at your 
Feet. The Play I preſent you, cannot boaſt 
of extraordinary Merit; it is not of the firſt 


kind of Plays: A thing may be good in its 


kind, and yet an ill thing, becauſe the kind 


is i; thoſe who do not like low Comedy, 
will not be pleaſed with this, becauſe a great 


part of it conſiſts of Comedy, almoſt ſank 


into Farce; yet, if they will allow it well. | 
in its kind, I ſhall defire no more favour: | 


from 'em :- any may perceive I never in- 
tended- to build high, by the poor Founda- 


tion 1 laid z and yet, as it happened, the 
4 by Building 4 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. vii 
Building ſtood firmer than I expected, and 
withſtood the battery of a whole Party, 
who did me the honour to profeſs themſelves! 
my Enemies, and made me appear more 


conſiderable than ever I thought my ſelf, 
by ſhewing, that no leſs than a Confede- 
racy was neceſſary to ruin my Reputation: 
had they overturn'd this, they cou'd not 
have hurt me, ſince J had long before part- 
ed from it, as a trifle, where I never in- 
tended to. repoſe; but as it happened, I 
had the diverſion to fee the ray ſtand, and 
them | choak'd with the duſt they made a- 
bout it: If they wou'd have done me the 
favour to have taken me into their Society, 
I wou'd have join'd with them in damning 
a great part of it; for I deſign'd it for Dam- 
nation; but if they had done ſo, I fear we 
ſhou'd not have agreed in what part: for 
as if we were deſign'd for enmity, with all. 
that I loath'd, they ſeem'd extremely di- 
verted. All this, I ſay, my Lord, only to 


offer your Lordſhip: my Preſent, as clean as 


I can make it, which I take the more pains- 
about, | becauſe I offer it not as a Bribe, but 
purely as a Preſent, The common declared 


deſign of Dedication, like the concealed one 


of Devotion, is in other Terms Bribery >, 


Men do not pray to ſerve Heaven, but pray 
that Heaven may ſerve them: fo Dedica- 
tors, who trouble great Men, only to gain 
their Protection, ſacrifice not to their Pa- 
trons, but ſacrifice their Patrons. to them- 
ſelves, I declare, I beg not your Lord- 


4 | ſhip's Protection, but Acceptance of this 


x4 
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Play, and then let it periſh if it will 
Victims onght to die, nox does it. come to. 
| your. 
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viii The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


your Altars without a Crown, and one re- 


ceived from a Royal Hand; a Fortune more 


glorious than I could expect. I deſigned it 
(as any one may ſee by the low CharaQters) 


only to ſerve an Apprenticeſhip to the City; 
but being honoured with the King's Favour, 
I thought I ought to treat it with ReſpeR, | 


and I cou'd not do it greater Honour, than 


to put it in your Lordſhip's Service; and ſo 


I diſcharged my ſelf of a double Debt, and paid 
all -under one, the Daty I owed to what the 
King favour'd, and the much greater Duty 
and Honour I owe to a Perſon, whom Heaven 
has favour'd with Qualities admir'd by all the 
World, but by none more than, 


M LORD, 
Your Lordſhip's maſt Humble, 


aud Obedient Servant, 


x  Joun CROWN. 
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PROLOG U E 


H, Sirs, this is a monſirous witty Age; 

Wit grown a drug, has quite undone the Stage. 
The mighty Wits now come 10 a new Play, . 
Only to taſte the Scraps they flung Se. —_ 
Poets now treat you at your own Expence, _ 
All but the Poets now abound in Senſe ; 1 
City and Country is with Wit overflown, 
Weeds grow not faſter there, than Wits in Town : 
New Wits and Poets every day are bred, 
Each hour, ſome budding Critick ſhews his Head. 
Plays are ſo common, they are little prix'd, 
And to be but a Poet, is deſpis d. 
The ſaucy Tongue much boldneſs wou d diſplay, 


That durſt in ſpite of all this plenty, ſay, © , 


Poets and Critics too are very rare, 

Yes, Sirs, we to our ſorrow find they are; 
More to the making of a Wit there goes, 

Than niggard Nature commonly beſto us. 

A Writer at the leaſt, tis not a Grain, 

Only to ſeaſon, and preſerve the Brain ; 

From fawv'ring of the Fool, nor at the beſt, 

To ſpice Diſcourſe with an inſipid Jeſt. 

Writing, like Roman Gloves, ſhould ſcent a Room, 
Each Thought ſhou'd have in it a flrong Perfume, 
But oh, few ſmell of Wit, ſo very rank, 

Nature of late is turn'd a Mountebank, 

A Winter, or a Daffy, and puts off 

For Wit and Senſe, ſome foohiſh Chymick Stuff. 
A NQuinteſſence, but not of Wit, Heaven knows, 
Which ſhe to. all moſt liberally throws. 

Noiſe in the Pit, and Noiſe upon the Stage, 


Who wou'd not think it were a witty Age? 
| Never 


* PROLOGUE. 


Never more noiſe and talk of Wit was known ; 
The triflingſs Wretch, himſelf a Fudge will own, 
Ang on his Bench of Judgment, frowning ſit, 
And dubb the Poet which he likes, a Wit. 4 
Oh, wou d theſe quacking Tricks, but Nature leave, | 
And not the poor unhappy World decejve | 
With Heat which ſeems like Wit, but is not ſo,. 
Then real Wit into eſteem wou d grow; 
Men won d not fooliſhly then take in hand, 
To judge or write, but firſi wou'd underſtand ; 

\ Then he, who has but little Wit, wou'd know it, 
And not preſums to be a Judge or Peet. 
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EPILOGU E, 
Spoken by Sir Mannerly Shallow, WA 
naten Tus nowndy tows to Tran from . 25 


Country Wit. 
B Land, to be one of your ingenious Number. 
Tam afraid I ſhall diſgrace you all, 
But I'm reſolv'd I will a damning fall, © 
Since you have ten ill Plays for one good Play, 
T think to damn em all, the ſafeſt way. 
But I in all things, Sirs, ſhall copy you, 
And ſave or damn, as you great Judges do. 
As for the Poet who is try d to day, 
I know him not, and ſo can rea» 4. 
If all in his Petition here be true, | 
He did not write this Play (Great Wits) for you, 
He ſays, long ſince, you mighty Judges ſwore, 
That you would never ride this Circuit more; 
That yow have ta'en the Malefactor napping, 
He writ for Wits of London Bridge and Wapping : 
Who hate to ſee a Muſe in Buskins ſtrut, 
As much as in gilt Coach, a gawdy Slut. 
That his defence he's unprepar'd 10 make, 
Yet for an Honour does your Preſence take, 
And ſays, he does it more Renown eſteem, 
To die by you than to be ſav'd by them. 
Sirs, for my ſake, let all his Faults be way'd, 
damm d Port I have ſav'd, 


ACTORS 
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V 
IR Thomas Raſh, Father to Chriſtina, | 
= Ramble, a wild young Gentleman of the Town, 
3 in love wirh Chriſtina. ö 
Merry — his Man. 
if Sir Mannerly Shallow, a fooliſh Country Knight. | 
N Booby, a dull Country Clown, enen to Sir Man- 
[| nerly. | 
4 Lord Drybone, an old debauched Lord, that keeps 
| a Wench, and is abuſed and e by her. | 
Raſh, a Porter. . | 


' | N | WO M E N. 
Lady Faddle—Aunt to Sir Mannerly. 
ut | Chriſtina, Daughter to. Sir Thomas Raſh, in loye with 
Ramble. 
Betty ri young jiking Work hoſe by 
| Loeg IIS. Fon | 
| Siſs, her Maid. | | 
1 Goody Raſh, an Herb- Woman, the Porter's Wir. 
118 Winnifrid Raſh, her Daughter. _ 
| Jabella, Chriſtina's Maid, 
. Watch, Fiddles, Servants, Attendants, P 
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THE 


Country Wit. 


ad ACT I. SCENEL. 


— — 


SCENE, Sir Thomas Raſh's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, Chriſtina, and Ifabella. 


CHRISTINA. 


Sd ARRY to morrow, Sir! | 

Sir Tho, Ay, to morrow, Sir, why not to 
morrow, Sir? What great Affairs have you 
that you cannot marry to morrow, as well as 
to morrow come twelve-month ? 

Iſab. What a raſh giddy old Man is this! he will 
compel my Lady to marry one ſhe never ſaw, and to a 
Marriage he has not thought on above theſe ten days. Caſide. 

Chriſ. If L muſt marry, Sir, I think Marriage is a great 
Affair; and fo great a one, that I ought to conſider of it 
more Weeks and Months than there are Hours betwixt 
this and to morrow. | 

Sir Tho, O pray do you throw Conſidering- Caps a- 
lide, they are not for your wear: no Conſidering-Cap 
was ever made fit fora Woman's Head yet. 

Jab. How! no 9 fit a Voman' 
| 82 


| 


* 
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14 The Country Wit. 


Sir Tho, Why, Huſly, who bid you prate — | 


I fay the marrying, loving, embracing part is your's; the 
conſidering part is mine: 1 beve conſider d enough of it. 
TC'eurning 7% Chtit 

Chri. I doubt not, Sir, bur you have prudently- con- 


nder of it: but whether enough or.no, perhaps may be 
a queſtion 3; For pleaſe to remember, Sir, but few 


are paſt ſince you firſt thought of it; and almoſt the ſame 
Hour you fel thought of it, you reſoly'd of it: and tho 
I doubt not but you have confider'd of it as well as poſ- 
ſible for ſo ſhort a time, yet certainly you did not allow 
your ſelf time enough for ſo weighty an Affair. 

Sir Tho, Nottime enough! why what had I to conſider 
of that requir'd time? Here's my Daughter Chriſtina, and 
5000 J. Portion; there's Sir Mannerly Shallow, a young 
Baronet, and 2000 l. ear. In ſhort, 1'Il have no 
more conſidering, the Aﬀfar air is concluded, Articles are 
drawn up betwixt the Lady Faddle and me, by the con- 
ſent of her Nephew, Sir Mannerly Shallow; and Sir 
Mannerly will be in town to morrow, and to morrow he 
ſhall matry you before he ſleeps, nay, before his Boots 
are off, nay, before he mac, his Horſe; he ſhall mar- 
ry you a- Horſe- back but he ſhall marry you ro morrow, 

Iſab. And he ſhall bed her a-Horſe-back too, ſhall he? 

Sir Tho. Why, Huſſy, will you bei incerrupting ill? — 
get you out of doors, 

Jab. I ha' done, Sir. | 

Sir Tho. 1 ſay, get you out of doors. 

Chriſ. Prithee, Iſabella, let bim alone. 

Iſah. What Fleſh and Blood can endure to ſee ſuch a 
Fool's Match? ——by a Fool, to a Fool, if Reports be true. 

Sir Tho, Your Fleſh and Blood, Sauce-box, — or I'll 


Let you out of the Room. 


Chriſ. Give o'er, Iſabella, when I forbid you. Well, 
Sir, but ſuppoſe Sir Manneriy upon his arrival ſhould not 


like me ? 


Sir Tho. Notlike you! he ſhall like you, or I'll try it 
out at Law With him: I have it under black and white, and 
my black and white ſhall make him like your red and 
avhite, in ſpite on's Teeth; no, no, there's no ſuch 
Clauſe in our — there” 's no ſuch Proviſo, he's to 

marry 
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The Country. Wit. 17 


I warry you abſolutely, Bona fide, and with a Notwith- 
aging. «> "igang et 
Jab. Marry. her with a Bona fide, and a Notwithſtand- 


ing! What ſtuffs this? what's his Bonafide? 1 

Sir Tho, What's that to you, Huſſy? will you ne'er 
Ihba' done? If I lay my, Cane o'er your Bona fide, I'll 

make you repent your prating, 7 

3 Chriſ, Have you no ReſpeR, Iſabella, to my Commands ? f 16 


don't you ſee that your talking does but enrage him? 

Jab. Who can endure to baye you thus raſhly thrown 

Zaway on a Fool, as all the World ſays Sir Mannerly is? 

| f SE Let me alone with the management of my own 

| ns. | | | 

Well, Sir, ' bit ſuppoſing Fortune ſhould; flatter me 

vith Inclinations to Sir Mannerly, 

| 2 A worthy piece of Flattery. [ Sir Tho. looks angry. 
1 ha* done, 


ame Inclinations for him; I hope, Sir, you will not 

Zcompel me to marry one, I cannot, loye, and conſequent- 

Jy to be the moſt-miſerable of Women. 

Sir Tho. One you cannot love, Maid ! you ſhall Iove 

im, Ell make you love him: What cannot you love 

eniences, as fine as any in all Cumberland ? 

Chriſ. No, doubt, Sir, but 1 ſhall: like his Eſtate, and 

is Houſe, and his Moveables well enough. _ 

1/ab. But the main Moyeable, the Man, there's the Que- 

ion! * * | 

Sit Tho, Well, Saucineſs ; you talk very boldly, pretty 
Box, of a Baronet of 2000 J. a- year, to call him a Move- 


ble: — but I will make her love the main Moveable. 


Jab. I, there's the thing: —if ſhe will like the main 
oveable , if the main Moveable will pleaſe ber. 


Sir Tho, Well, well, it ſhall pleaſe her; Pll make it 


. 


pleaſe her, . | | | 
Jab. Pray Sir, lay aſide Paſſion, and let us reaſon the 
iſe a little, | 


C hriſ. Iſabella, don't you ſee. that you. proyoke my 
ather? : - 


B. 2. Sir 


Chriſ. If 1 ſhould be ſo unfortunate, not to have the * 


2000 J. a. year, and a fair Manſion Houſe, and all Con- 


- 
— " 
9 
— 


- | thought innocent, becauſe they are inſi pid. 


16 The Country Nit. 
Sir Tho, How would you reaſon ? Come then, have at 
you; let her alone, I'll give her free leave to plead what ſhe 
can: ſince ſhe would reaſon, I will reaſon with her: come. 
Jab. You will own, Sir, that Sir Mannerly Shallow is 
a Country Gentleman. TO BEN. 
Sir Tho. And ſo I would have him. . 
Iſab. One that never ſo much as ſaw London. 
Sir Tho, As I would have him. 1 1 
Jab. One that never had any thing but Country Breeding, 
Sir Tho, As I would have him. 2 4 
| = One that knows nothing but what belongs to Dogs 
and Horſes ; that never ſaw a better. Aſſembly, than what | 
meet at Fairs, Cock-fights, and Horſe-races, | 
Sir Tho, Juſt as I would have him. | | v 
Tab. Well then, is it poſſible for a Lady (ſuch a one as 
my Lady) that has never breath'd out of the Air of the Town; 
Sir Tho. And by conſequence never in wholeſom Air. 
. Who has always liv'd to the height and gallantty 
it; 3 - i 
© Sir Tho. To the height of the Foppery of it. "= 
x Iſab. And conyers'd with the moſt refin'd Wits of tbe 
imes: | 
Sir Tho. With the moſt debauch'd Raſcals of the Times. 
Iſab. Should ever endure a dull Country Clown, and 
a melancholy Country Life ? 
Sir Tho. Ay, Huſly, better than a leud, fantaſtical 
debauch'd Town-Fop, and a ſcandalous Town-life. |} 
Jab. You are ſcandaliz'd at Debauchery, Sir; I will 
prove the Country Gentlemen are full as debauch'd as the? 
very leudeſt Men of the Town: nay, their Debaucheries 
are the more fude, and brutiſh of the two, and are only} 


e 


Sir Tho, How! more debauch'd than the Town Raſ⸗ 
cals ! the very Rake-hells and Scum of Iniquity ! that run} 
up and down from Tavern to Tavern, and from Bawdyy 
houſe to Bawdy-houſe, and get ſo. many Poxes and Clap 
that half their Eſtates ſcarce pay for the Cure of them. Y 

' Tſab. And is that worſe than running from Ale- ou. 
to Ale-houſe, and Farm to Farm, and getting ſo man 
Baſtards, that half their Eſtates will ſcarce pay for WY 
maintaining of them? 8 
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eat ir Tho, Men that are always quarrelling, and fighting, 
ene and duelling. Y 
me, & Jab. Men that are always quarrelling, and never fight - 
w is ing nor duelling. 
Sir Tho, Men that turn away their Wives, and keep 
Whores in their Houſes, | 1 . 
Z 71/ah. Men that beat their Wives, and keep Whores in 
Itheit Houſes to boot. ren | | 
ding. Sir Tho. Do Country Gentlemen keep Whores in their 
88“ FHouſes ? | FR 
Dogs | Jab. Yes, what are their Houſe-keepers, and Nurſes, 
what | and Servants, I'd fain know? 
Sir 70. Are they their Whores ? You lye, Huſſy, you lye. 
ab. You lye. t aged N 
ne as C#r1/- Pray, Father. [Sir Tho. with his Cane runs 
wn: . Sir Thomas-—— afier Iſab. to beat her, but it 
ir. Oh Sir Thomas, I do but argue; held by Chriſtina. |. 
antry did you not give me free leave to (ay what I could in 
X Argument ? | 
Sir Tho, Is giving the Lye an Argument, Huſly, you 


ſawe . 

cog 727 I ha* done, I ha' done, Sir; I'll diſpute no more. 
Sir 150. You had not beft, Huſſy.— And for you, 
Madam, who began the Argument, that are at your Likes, 
and your Not-Likes ; and your Inclinations, and your 
Compulſions, and I know not what; know that 1 ex- 
pe an entire ſubmiſſion to my Commands: prepare 
without more Logick, and Syllogiſm, to marry Sir Man- 
zerly the Minute he comes to town, or in plain Terms to 
get out of my Doors: If you refuſe him for your Huſ- 
band, know I will diſown you for my Daughter; and fee 
how you'll live to the height and gallantry of the Town 
then; ſee if the Refin'd Wits will maintain you; go to 
the Refin'd Wits, go; Refin'd Wits-with a Pox ! Un- 
refin'd, leud, debauch'd Fops, that ſcarce ever read a 
Book in their Lives, except it were a Play ; that under- 
Wftand nothing but writing Lampoons upon civil People, 
breaking of Jeſts on all things, turning all things civil and 
Jacred into Ridicule, as they call it; Ridicule, there's a 
Pretty Baſtard Word; a Son of a Whore of the Times, 
Ridicule ! No more ado, but prepare to marry Sir 

Manneriy, or I'll turn you into Kidieulrs . 
<> a | B 3 _ Chriſ. 
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Chriſ. Good Sir, what need all this Tempeſt of Paſ- 
fion ? I do not refuſe your Commands. | 
Sir Th Tempeſt of Paſſion! Oh, you are at your 
Metaphors are you ?— Tempeſt of Paſſion ! — Virgin, 
my Tempeſt of Paſſion is to drive you a ground upon the 
Shallows ; there's a Trope for your Trope : To ſhew you 
a broad Jacobus, or a Carolus Wit of the laſt Age, is 
(1 take it) of as much value, as a little Guinea Wit of 
this. But you, forſooth, and your Refin'd Wits, think 
there were never any Wits but your ſelyes ; that your Fa- 
thers were all a Pack of honeſt marrying Fools, that had 
no more Wit than to beſtow all their Love upon their 
Wives, and all their Eſtates upon their Children, to ſtarve | 
themſelves of all Pleaſure in a Conjugal Pond, that ſo 
the young Filleys may wince and neigh amongſt the Mares 
in the fat Meadows. 1 muſt confeſs we were all Fools in | 
the event: for had we known we ſhould have gotten ſuch 
an Age of Rake-ſhames as we have, we ſhould rather have 
conſpic'd together to have unpeopled the Land; we have 
a great deaf to anſwer for lying with our Wives 
But tho we were Wits, we were no Prophets, we could not 
foreſee what the Age would prove; for if we had, I'faith | 
we had mump'd your Refin'd Wits, they ſhould ne er have 
known v/hat Lampoon and Ridicule was, 
Chriſ. Dear Sir, what need you continue in this Anger, 
and diſcompoſe your ſelf ? L ſhall endeavour to ſubmit io 
your Commands,——Bur pray, Sir, give me leave to ſay 
one thing, and be not angry. | | 
Sir Tho. Well, come, come. 
Chriſ; Nay, but promiſe me not to be angry. 
Sir Tho. Well, come, come. 1 
Chriſ. Have you forgot already, Sir, you have as good 
as enzag'd me to Mr. Ramble; that all his Friends daily 
expect when the March ſhall be concluded ? y 
Sir Tho. Oh, are you thereabout ? I thought it would i 
break out at laſf,—1 have pump'd you now I'faith.— And 
have you fo little Wit or Honour in you, ſo little of the ll 
Pride of the Houſe of Raſh, to love a wild, leud, debauch'd IF 


Fellow, who never ſought any thing but to abuſe you; 4H 
who pretended Honourable Articles, on no deſign but ro 
get within your Sconces and Haif-moons, and then ſeize 
1 3 
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Paſ- on your Gariſon, and deceive you? 

3 Chriſ. How do you know, Sir, his Purpoſes were ill? 
your IF Did he ever reveal em to you? 1 am ſure he never did, 
gin, nor durſt to me. 
| the Sir Tho. How do I know! Do not I ſee how he be. 
you haves himſelf to all Women? He has not been come 
2, is from France above three Months, and here he has debauch'd 
it of four Women, and fought five Duels : Not a Keeper in the 
nink Town can preſerve bis Doe from him; and does not be 
Fa- come every Night here in the Pall-mall, under our Noſes, 
had ſerenading with his Fiddles and Fools, and at every Buſh 
heir Where he thinks there is a Hare for his Game, ſetting up 
arve 2 hollow? | 
t ſo Iſab. Nay, indeed, Madam, there is too much truth in 
ares this: I muſt neecs ſay, I do not think him a Man worthy 
s in of you: And tho I would not have you married to a Fool 
ſuch you cannot love, neither would 1 have you married to a 
ave falſe Man that does not love you, at leaſt not half fo 
aye # much as you merit. 
— Z Chriſ. Doſt thou conſpire with my Father too to make 

me wretched? 

Jab. I cannot but join with him in the Truth. 

Sir Tho. O ho! are you convinc'd? then 1 perceiye, 
Huſſy, you diſputed only for the ſake of Diſputing. 

Chriſ. All is not Truth that is reported; he may love 
the Converſation of Women, out of the Airyneſs and 
Gaiety of his Temper, and yet have no ill deſign. 

Sir The, Airyneſs and Gaiety of his Temper ! Leudneſs 
and Debauchery of bis Temper ; and, Maid, I know what 
you mean by your pleading for him; you mean to run 
away with him, do you ? 


ood Chriſ. I ſcorn the thought, Sir. 

aily Þ Sir Tho. 1 ſhall not truſt your Scorn ; I will have better 
Security: II will make you faſt enough to Sir Mannerly 

zuld as ſoon as ever he comes, I aſſure you: And for Ramble, 

And if ever he approaches my Doors, I will fight him; nay, 


Vil fight him where e er I meet him; And ſo get you to 
your Chamber, and prepare all things for to morrow. — 
A Light here, a Light z Who waits there? _—_—no body? 
Where are my People? “Ii Tho, goes out. 


Jab. 
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20 The Country Vit. 
Iſab. I ſee Sir Thomas is reſolv d 
There's no avoiding Madam. 
Chriſ. What ſhall I do? I am almoſt diſtracted. 
Iſab. There is nothing to be done, but to call in your | 
Heart as ſoon as you can; you fee it is in a publick- | 
Banker's Hands, that deals with ſo many, that it is im- 
poſſible but he muſt break with ſome ; Some will ſcarce 
ever get their Intereſt, and few the Principal. 
Chi Ab, 1/abella, what would I give to be afſur'd of 
that? Ob, how much eaſe it would afford my Heart; I 
then could with as much delight and pleaſure hate him, as 
now I love him, 
Iſab. Heaven! Aſſurance ! What aſſurance, | 
Madam, do you expect? Would you fain ſee him a Bed 
with ſome Woman? Will no Aſſurance ſerve you but that? 
To be plain, he's falſe to you; and I dare (wear you make | 
but one of the Fifty in the Catalogue of Women be makes 
Love to: To fatisfy your ſelf, do but enquire, | | 
Chriſ. Enquire! Was I till now never inform'd of this? 
have I not oft been vex'd with theſe Reports? and have 
I not as oft accus'd him too? and has be not deny'd | 
'em ſtill with Oaths; ſuch Oaths, that if he thinks he bas 
a Soul, he muſt believe it damn'd if he be falſe ? Do you | 
not know that all I ſay is Truth? * 
I/ab. I do: And do you not as well remember I told 
you all was Falſhood he afhrm'd ? He thinks he has a2 
Soul! alas, good Man, he ſeldom ſets his Thoughts on 
thoſe Affairs; he loves his Soul but as he loves his Baud, 
; only to pimp fag, Pleaſures for the Body; and then, Baud 
like, it may be damn'd, he cares not. 
Chriſ. He is beholden to you for this Character. 
Tſab. The ſcurvy Picture is too like the Life. 
Chri/. He gives me too much Cauſe to fear it is, 
Heaven ! for the future Comforts of my Life, | 
Grant me but one, but one Diſcovery 3 
If after that bleſs'd Hour I do not hate bim, 
Hate him with perfect Hatred ; nay, contemn him, 
Contemn him, as the abject'ſt thing in Nature, 
Let me be doom'd t eternal Infamy; 
To live the Scorn and Scandal of my Sex; 
And die for love of him conſum'd to Aſhes, 


| | By ſome new, flaming, peſtilential Fever: 


He writes to common and abandon'd Wenches. 
If 1 employ not all my Wit to trace him: 


And bunt him dry-foot thence :—would odds were laid me 
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nd let thoſe Aſhes ſerye to dry the Billet doux 


Iſab. What an unheard of Curſe have you invented! 
And may he flea off all my Skin for Paper, 


And Womens Wits have always Edge and Point 
In theſe Affairs: I'll to his Lodging preſently, 


I did not rouze my wild, out-lying Buck T 
This hour, and catch him browſing on ſome Common, 
Where he, perhaps, little ſuſpects a Hunter. 
But, Sir Thoma: 
Enter Sir Thomas, with two Servants with Lights. 
Sir Tho. Come, come, to your Chamber, Maiden, 
And fit your Accoutrements againſt to morrow, 
2 Enter à Servant. | 
Ser. Sir, my Laddy Faddle is coming to ſpeak with you. 
Sir Tho. My Lady Faddle! News I warrant from her 
Nephew, Sir Mannerly :=—— Her Ladyſhip is welcome 3 
——= Where is ſhe? . wait on her in 
Iſab. Now we ſhall have a meſs of fine Stuff, bragging 50 
and praiſing her ſelf and her Nephew, in conceited fan- 
taſtical Language; making Court to her ſelf, in ſuch an 
abſurd manner, that it would make Pride humble, to ſee 
it ſelf appear fo ridiculous. 1 
Chriſ. Ay, and ſtill railing againſt the bad Women of 
the Town, only becauſe they get all Men from her: Be- 
cauſe ſhe can get no Lovers, fhe would fain have Love 
out of Faſhion. : 
Iſab, Ay——and till moſt ſeverely cenſuring all that 
are young and handſome to be naught; tho ſhe, at the 
ſame time, does all ſhe can to ſeem bandſome, that ſhe 
may be naught, | a 116 
Chrif. That is like her railing againſt painted Women, 
at the ſame minute ſhe is painting her ſelf——But——'ſt, 
| ſhe's a coming. gr : : 
Enter Lady Faddle and Bridget, Lady Faddle with a Letter. 
Sir Tho, My Lady Fa4dle ! your Ladyſhip's very bumble 
Servant ; What kind Occaſion gives me the Honour of 
your Ladyfhip's Viſit thus late? OY 2 
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like, it may be damn'd, he cares not. 
Heaven ! for the future Comforts of my Life, 


Contemn him, as the abject'ſt thing in Nature, 


And die for love of him conſum'd to Aſhes, 


20 The Country Wit. 
Iſab. I fee Sir Thomas is TCfoly\domn— | 
There's no avoiding Madam. 
Chriſ. What ſhall I do? I am almoſt diſtracted. 


Iſab. There is nothing to be done, but to call in your 


Heart as ſoon as you can; you ſee it is in a publick F/ 


Banker's Hands, that deals with ſo many, that it is im- 
poſſible but he muſt break with ſome ; Some will ſcarce | 
ever get their Intereſt, and few the Principal. 


Chrif. Ab, I/abelis, what would 1 give to be afſur'd of 


that? Ob, how much eaſe it would afford my Heart; I 1 
then could with as much delight and pleaſure hate him, as 
now I love him. | 
Iſab. Heaven. Aſſurance! —— What aſſurance, ' 
Madam, do you expect? Would you fain ſee him a Bed 
with ſome Woman? Will no Aſſurance ſerve you but that? 
To be plain, he's falſe to you; and I dare ſwear you make 
but one of the Fifty in the Catalogue of Women be makes 
Love to.; To fatisfy your (elf, do but enquire. | 
Chriſ. Enquire! Was I till now never inform'd of this? 
have I not oft been vex'd with theſe Reports? and have 
I not as oft accus'd him too: and has he not deny'd | 
*em ſtill with Oaths; ſuch Oaths, that if he thinks he bas 


a Sou), he muſt believe it damn'd if he be falſe ? Do you 
not know that all I ſay is Truth? 


I/ab. I do: And do you not as well remember I told 
you all was Falſhood he affirm'd ? He thinks he has a 
Soul! alas, good Man, he ſeldom ſets his Thoughts on 
thoſe Affairs; he loves his Soul but as he loves his Baud, 
only to pimp fag, Pleaſures for the Body; and then, Baud 


Chriſ. He is beholden to you for this Character. 
Tſab. The ſcurvy Picture is too like the Life. 
Chriſ. He gives me too much Cauſe to fear it is, 


Grant me but one, but one Diſcovery 3 
If after that bleſs'd Hour I do not bate bim, 
Hate bim with perfect Hatred; nay, contemn him, 


Let me be doom'd “ eternal Intamy; 
To live the Scorn and Scandal of my Sex; 
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By ſome new, flaming, peſtilential Fever: 


nd let thoſe Aſhes ſerye to dry the Billet doux 


He writes to common and abandon'd Wenches. 


Iſab. What an unheard of Curſe have you invented! 


And may he flea off all my Skin for Paper, 
If 1 employ not all my Wit to trace him: 
And Womens Wits have always Edge and Point 

In theſe Affairs: I'll to bis Loc | 

And hunt him dry-foot thence :—would odds were laid me 
I did not rouze my wild, out-lying Buck 


Iging preſently, 


This hour, and catch him browſing on ſome Common, 


Where he, perhaps, little ſuſpects a Hunter. 
But, Sir Thomas 
Enter Sir Thomas, with two Servants with Lights. 

Sir Tho. Come, come, to your Chamber, Maiden, 
And fit your Accoutrements againſt to morrow. 

1 Enter à Servant. 

Ser. Sir, my Laddy Faddle is coming to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Tho. My Lady Faddle! News I warrant from her 
Nephew, Sir Mannerly : Her Ladyſhip is welcome 3 
——- Where is ſhe ? wait on her in 


| 1ſab. Now we ſhall have a meſs of fine Stuff, bragging | ,. -, 
and praiſing her ſelf and her Nephew, in conceit | A * 


taſtical Language; making Court to her ſelf, in ſuch an 
abſurd manner, that it would make Pride humble, to ſee 
it ſelf appear fo ridiculous. 


Chriſ. Ay, and ſtill railing againſt the bad Women of 


the Town, only becauſe they get all Men from her : Be- 


cauſe ſhe can get no Lovers, fhe would fain have Love 


out of Faſhion. 

Iſab. Ay and ftill moſt ſeyerely cenſuring all that 
are young and handſome to be naught; tho ſhe, at the 
ſame time, does all ſhe can to ſeem handſome, that ſhe 


may be naught, 


at the ſame minute ſhe is painting her ſelf—— But 
ſhe's a coming. ; . 
Enter Lady Faddle and Bridget, Lady Faddle with a Letter. 
Sir Tho. My Lady Faddle! your Ladyſhip's very humble 
Servant; What kind Occaſion gives me the Honour of 
your Ladyfhip's Viſit thus late ? 3 5 3 
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Thomas, I have receiy'd a Letter this inſtant, which tells 
me news, which I am perſuaded will not be undelight- 
ſa! Chritty, how doſt thou do, ſweet Chritty 5 
Thou haſt a very paſſionate Adorer poſting to thy Altars: 
Thy Lover is flying to thee on the Wings of Loye and 
Honour, as the Poets ſay in their Plays, AS 1.67 
Chriſ. What ftuft's here? . . 
* Tho, News I warrant from your Nephew, Sir Man- 
N. ] : 
La. Fad, Exactly conjectur d. I'll aſſure thee, Sir Tho- 
mas; he writes me word, he intends, out of a piece of 
Gallantry, to ride Poſt all night, that he may viſit his Miſtreſs 

| by break of day; he's unwilling the Sun ſhould ſee her be- 
fore him. 4 l 4 | 
Sir Tho, A very fine Expreſſion! I'll give him one 
thouſand Pound more with her for that Expreſſion 
He's unwilling. the Sun ſhould ſee her. before him 

I proteſt I have not heard a wittier and finer Paſſage. _ 
Chrif, Oh, moſt delicate! here's one glimpſe of the 
, 1, \- Fool's Picture Tam to marry already; 1 ſhall ſee. it, more. 
At large preſently. 2 I + .+  Laſidero Iſab. 
La. Fad, Nay, Iafſure-you, Sirs, you'll find him a no- 
table Youth.——Chrury, thou muſt look oyer thy Acade-. 
my: of, Compliments. to night, Chritty, againſt he comes, 
dr on my honour he will be wo hard for thee 3 he'll run 
| P. thee down: He puts the Country Gentlemen to ſuch Non- 
| pluſſes, that they do not know what to ſay to him: he is 
cCall'd the very Wit and Spark of Cumberland; and is in- 
deed the very Flower and Ornament of the Nott g. 
1 Chriſ I'll warrant you his Wit and Sparkſhip lies in 
being an. infinite Babblex, and a moſt expert Fool at. 
i \._\ Queſtions and Commands, carrying of Counſel, Croſs- 
rpoſes, and ſome ſuch ingenious Sports. Caſide to Iſab. 
4 Jab. Ay, and 1 warrant, writes Anagrams and Acro- 
1 4 Sir Tho. Is it poſſible that one can be ſo finely bred in 
1B} Cumbe land? | | 1 5 1 | 8 

La. Fad. Oh, you will wonder at it when you ſee bim, 
| da ſee how finely bred he is, how jauntee and complaiſant. 
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La. Fad. Sir Thomas, how. doſt thou do? Dear Sir 


Sir Tho, Marvel! what, and bag never ſeen the * | 
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La. Fad. Never ſeen any Town, almoſt : You muſt 
know, his Father, the old Baronet, was a Man that had 
mortal Enmities to the Town, and to all ſorts of Town- 
vanity 5 and would never ſuffer bim to wear a genteel 
Suit, to read any Book, except a Law-Book, nor to ſtir 


any whither but to his Farms and Tenants, to ſee his 
Grounds and Woods, or overlook his Quarries and Coal- 
Mines: And then his Mother, my Sifter Shallow, on the 
other ſide, was the fondeſt Creature of him, and would 
ever ſuffer him to be out of ſight, except when he was 
ith his Father: and both theſe having not been dead 
above a Twelve- month, and the Affairs of his Eſtate em- 
ploying him much at home; I am perſuaded the Bounds 
of his Land have been the utmoſt extents of his Travel - 
xcept ſince his Parents Death, he has given bimſelf a 
winge to ſome Race or Fair. 
Chriſe He is like to be a moſt accompliſh'd Perſon, [aſide. 
Sir Tho. Your Ladyſhip puts me in Admiration.__— 
_ Madam, which way could he come by this fine 
Breeding ? | 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you will put me on a piece 
f Vanity! ; 
Iſab. And that needs not on my word. Caſide. 
Sir Tho. Oh, your Lady ſhip's humble Servant. 
La. Fad. If I muſt anſwer you the Truth, Sir Thomas, 
muſt ſay, in ſpight of my Modeſty, he is indebted to 

ie for the moſt of his Accompliſhments. 
3 Chriſ. Then they are moſt accompliſh'd Accompliſh- 
WMents, 3 | ſaſide, 
Sir Tho. Oh, I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon, I did not 
pnceive that before. | 

La. Fad. Oh good Sir Thomas, it is eaſily granted; 
du muſt know I accuſtomed my felf in my Siſter's Life- 

e, to beſtow my Company on her every Summer. 


Chriſ. Indeed, if 1 had been ſhe, I would never have 
anked you for the Gift; I would rather you had be- 


w'd your Abſence on me. | [ aſide. 
La, Fad. And you may imagine, for the Honour of 
y Family, I neglected no occaſion of inftrufting my 

Py W Nephew 


from home but in his Company; and that was ſeldom 
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| him, be is the moſt perfect of Gentlemen, the Pattern of 


| be deriv'd from ſuch a noble Inſtructreſs. 


Nephew in all things that were pertinent to a well-bred} 
Gentleman; and truly I found him a very docible Scholar. 
Sir Tho, Nay, if your Ladyſhip had the forming off 


Breeding and Virtue : for no common Excellencies could 


La. Fad, Oh, Sir Thomas, you over - run me with too 
great a flood of Language, | 

Sir Tho, Oh, tis your Ladyſhip only is the Governeſi 
of that Province. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, it is you are the Inheritor, 
tis you have the Learning and the Parts. | 

Sir Tho. Oh, tis your Ladyſhip has the Phraſe, and th 
Mine. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, it is you have all. 

Sir Tho. Oh, the Sovereignty is your Ladyſhip's. 

La. Fad, Oh, Sir Thomas, you depoſe your ſelf from 
your Rights, 

Sir Tho. Oh, tis your Ladyſhip dethrones your ſelf. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Oh, Madam. ; 

La. Fad. Intolerable preſumption it were 

Sir Tho. I- beſeech your Ladylhip. 

La. Fad. I proteſt, Sir Thoma. [falls a coughin 
Chriſ. Oh, how ſeaſonably this Cough comes to del 
ver my poor Father. a ſid 
La. Fad. Fie upon this tickling Rheum. 

Sir Tho. Oh, your Lady ſhip (trains your ſelf too muc 
to be obliging. | 
La. Fad, Oh, Sir Thomas. | 

Sir Tho, Oh, no more, I beſeech your Ladyſhip : 
will not preſume to enter any more into the Liſts a! 
Tournaments of the Tongue with your Ladyſhip : I yi 
the Laurel to your Ladyſhip.——But to return to d 
Diſcourſe from which we wandred, of Sir Manner! 
I am infinitely glad to hear of his Accompliſhments a 
Perfections; for now 1 bope I ſhall convince my Daug 
ter, when he appears, that there grow finer things in 
Country than Pinks and Daiſies :— the Country is 4 
alſo to produce a fine Gentleman; yes, Daughter, 7 
(1 hope) as fine a Man as your ador'd Ramble too: 1 

| | 
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bauch thy Affections with that leud Fellow (till 2 

Sir Tho. Ay, Madam, pray chide her. 

La. Fad. Strange! did I neyer tell you how he courts 
a young Wench that lives over againſt my Lodging in the 


[4 aſide to Chriſ. ., 
e Story from 


Pall-mall, one Betty Friſque ?. 


Jab. This is the Wench I told you of. 
Chriſ. 1 give never the more credit to 
her Authority. 


La, Fad. This Wench, you muſt know, is kept 


25 8 
chinks him; Madam, the very top of the Creation, the 
Flower and Quinteſſence of wn the Wit of Na- 
ture, a mere Poem. 

Loa. Fad; Oh, fie upon a2 cri 4 _ doſt thou de- 


1 


Caſide zo Iſab. 
by 


that filthy old Fellow, my Lord Prybone, an old haraſs'd | 
Fellow of the Town; one that has been an eminent Sin- 


ner theſe thirty Years ; was a great Comrade of Prince 
Griffins, in the beginning of the War, 
Sir Tho, I am more happy than to know him. 
Chriſ. If the truth were known, he was ſome, quon- 
dam Gallant of her Ladyſhip's, [aſige. 
. Fad, And ſhe being exceeding pretty. (as I muſt 


s {a 

blase * me: I think indeed ſhe has a little of the Ar 
of my Face. 

Sir Tho. Then ſhe wants for no Beauty. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, I did not lay a Plot for 
that Compliment. - wn 

Sir Tho. Oh, Madam. Chriſ. Ridiculous! 

La. Fa. She being, as I ſaid, wonderful retty, he is 
fond of her to diſtraction; and 'o jealous, that he locks 
her up cloſer than a Nun, will ſcarce let her tir ſo far as 


A 


ſhe is) ſome ſay ſhe bears ſome little of Reſem- 2 


[afde. a 


the Balcony ; will not let her ſec any Man, tho but theo” 4 


the Caſement. 
Sir Tho. And to be brief, this wild Fellow, Remible, 


Prize. | 
La; Fad. Moſt certain. 
Sir Tho. And'your Ladyſhip has ſeen theſe Paſſages. 


? La, Fad. Not I ; I know not the Fellow when 1 ſee 
im: 
1 hate Fellows that run after fuch Creatures ——— 


C 


*—— 


plays tricks to deceive the Lord Dane 4 his beloyed 


* 5 
1 
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I know ſuch Fellows ! — Foh !-——1 have em from the 
Wenches own Mouth: You muſt know, out of pity to 
her, becauſe I know her Friends, I give my ſelf the trou- 
ble to fit with her ſometimes, to endeayour to draw her 
from that vile courſe of Life, and return to Virtue, of 
which ſhe has yet ſome few ſparks remaining. 
Sir Tho, Well, 1 heartily thank your Lady ſhip, for this 
Story; now I am confirm'd what a Fellow this Ramble 
is: and does he rank my Daughter with his Berry Friſques, 
and his Trulls ? let him but come near my doors if he 
ble again, will you? yes, Betty Friſque, and you ſhall 
try a Friſquin for him—you ſhall . you 21. — 
W A Madam, Sir Maznerly will be in town to morrow 
ou fay, _ 17 50 
: La. Pak. Before the Sun is up. | 
Sir Tho. My Money is ready, Madam; we muſt not 
delay this Buſineſs, leſt any inconveniency ſhould ariſe, if 
Ramble comes to have any intelligence of it. 1 5 5 
La. Fad. They ſhall marry on ſigbt. «gd 
Sir Tho. I could wiſh Sir Mannerly had kept to the 
Letter of the Articles, and been in town, as he was ob- 
lig'd, four days ago. Fs 
La. Fad. You know I gave you the reaſon, and two or 
three days can break no ſquare; I know, Sir Thomas, 
you are a perſon of that Honour, as not to take any ad- 
n | r 
Sir Tho, Not, in caſe no damage ariſes by delay. 

Li. Fad, There ſhall none, I warrant thee, Sir Thomas. 
Sir Tho, Well, it grows late: I am your Ladyſhip's 
moſt bumble Servant: I beſeech you let me wait 

on your Ladyſhip to your Chair. 
La. Fad. It needs not, Sir Thomas. 
Chriſ. I love my Father for this he very civilly and 
complimentally turns her out of doors. Laſide. 
Sir Tho. Oh Madam, what do you take me to be? 
do you think I will be.ſo rude ? Take Lights here 
Chriſtina, pay your duty to your Lady Aunt that muſt 


ay be—and ſee her in her Chair. 


[Sir Thomas uſhers Lady Faddle out, Iſabella car- 
fies Lights, a a r 
Chriſ. 
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Chriſ. Oh now I am alone, my Heart would break, 


[ ck la 42 
But that I ſcorn to let ſo falſe a Man TP" 138 
Plant Trophies on my Grave. [Muſick wit hout. 
Enter Iſabella running. 
Iſab. Oh, Madam, Madam, Mr. Ramble's Fiddles are 
. juſt now going by the door ; your Father in a rage calls 
for his Sword, and will go fight him: if you pleaſe 1 will 
dog him, and diſcover his Intrigue, 
Chriſ. Where are they? which way went they ? 
My Scart, and my Vizard * quickly. Exit, running. 


-SCEN E, The Pall-Mall. 
nary ges over the Stage how's by Muſiche 


Enter Lay Faddle, "holding | Sie Tho. Raſh, followed by 
4 Chair and Flambaaax. | 


E rho. Fear not, Madam, there — no niche e come 
of iet. 
La. Fad. At my requeſt, vir Thomas. — 

Sir Tho, Your e over me is ſo abſolute — 1 
will pa wu my Honour to your l chere ſhall no 


miſchief be done; 1 will only ſend him further from my 
door. 


Footm. The Muſick goes near your Lagyihig: s door, 


La, Fad; Near my door! he will not haye the impu- F 
M to ſerenade me ſure, [goes into the Chair. 
I am afraid the Fellow will Hen me with his Amours :— | 
o home quickly. Tt the Chair-men, 
Sir Thomas, Good-night, 7 [Exit, 


Sir The. Boy, my Buff · Coat mda my Tuck, [ Exit. 

Che Muſick goes over the Stage. Enter Chriſtina and Iſa- 
bella vizardad, following it. 

Chriſ. Noy I ſhall diſcover. my Gentleman; 

thank Heaven for the eaſe this will give me : 

but Oh how wretched is a Lover's fate, 


When 20 we love, we ah, Arts 0 hate. tees 
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SCENE, De Sweet. 
Chriſt 


| Enter Merry and the Fiddles, followed by 
e 7 Neat 1467 e rn ee, 


[Lady Faddle and Bridget in the Baltony.7 45 ; 


Merry. 


O, ſtand here, this is the pl 


ace; it will not be 
long ere my Maſter comes. _ | 


1/ab. This is, as my Lady Fadale 
bones Houſe. _.. ; 2 

Chriſ. That fooliſh Woman was in the right, 1 ſee. 1 
 1/ab. Oh, 1 will believe her intelligence about theſe 
Natters, as ſoon as any one's; ſhe that plies in all places 
ſo diligently as ſhe does, to get the reverſion of ſome In- 
trigue, never fails of true intelligence in theſe Affairs. 
- Chrif. And yet railing ' 


ſaid, my Lord Dry- 7 


againſt Love is the perpetual N 


ſubject of her eternal Tongue. 
Iſab. Oh ſhe has reaſon, for Loy 
vily, conſidering how much ſhe courts it. 
+ Chrif. Hark I think I hear babling in 
Iſab. I warrant ſhe's lending her 
Muſick. 
La. Fad. Not Ramble's Fiddles ! 
Bridg. No 
as a Link paſs'd by. 1 | 
La. Fad. Then the Serenade is to 
know who dares be ſo bold. 
Bridg. To your Ladyſhip! why ſhould 
to you, Madam? *tis over at my Lord Drybone's Houſe. Þ 
La. Fad, What if it be? why may it not be directed 
to me? Is my Perſon ſecure from the trouble of Amours? 
thou ſpeak 
affront, © 
Bridg. 1 beſe | 
La. Fad, I do not think fo 3 my Perſon i 


e uſes her very feu . 
her Bilcony. : 
oliſh Ear to the 
tleman' face 
E yr Ying 
ey think *is . 


„Madam; — 1 faw the Gen 
. rn 11 


' this out of contempt to me; 1 take it for an 

eh our Ladyſhip think not ſo. '— | 
y ady ſnip — 

Bridg, I do not talk of your Perſon, Madam: 


| 
! 
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Lord, what diligent watching and ſcouting baye we to get 
| * Caſide. 
a forlorn Lover into our weak ambuſh, and cannot 
Madam, I only ſay tis over the way at my Lord Dry- 
bone's. ' | 74. ' 
; La. Fad. Still continue in contradiftion to me! diſpute 
nd no more, but go and command the Perſon from me, 
wuhoe'er he is, to come over to me; and if he has a paſ- 
ſion, let him expreſs it in a decent manner; in ſuch a 
manner as I may with honour receive it. 
be Bridg. If he has a paſſion, —that is the thing ſhe 
would be at. S [ aſide. 
ry 2 La. Fad. And let all my Seryants appear, that he may 
XZ know of what quality ſhe is whom he pretends to ſerenade. - 
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1 Bridg. That he may know what a kind coming Lady 
eſe ſhe is who would fain be ſerenaded. Caſide. 
| Exeunt Lady Faddle and Bridget. 

In- Chriſ. It was her voice. 

q Iſab. She was ſtanding there I warrant in a fit of envy , / 
ua repining at the plenteous Feaſts of other Beauties, whilſt} 
XZ ſhe would be glad of the Crumbs that fall from their Table. 
ur- Cbriſ. What's the reaſon Ramble's Fiddles are ſo long 
. = filent? Iam reſolv'd 11] ſtay here till I fee the event; 
„whether the thing he ſerenades will come to him or no. 
the Mer, Tis a very dark night, there's not ligt.t enough to 
VF ſhew me the end of my Noſe z why ſtays this Maſter of 

mine ſo long? ſome new Love- adventure, I'll lay my 
ace life on't 3 for nothing elſe could ſtay him Pm ſure: Ob, 
„tis a brave Univerſal Lover! what pity 'tis ſuch a large 
wül ſpacious Soul, that holds ſuch yaſt prodigious quantities of 

Love, ſhould have but one Body to vent it at: the vent is 
too narrow; all the convenience is, that it is never emp- 
ee ſee, here's a pretty Woman coming out of that 

ouſe. 


Enter Bridget. 
Iſab. Here's my Lady Faddle's Woman coming. 

Mer, Like Maſter, like Man: my Maſter is & Leviathan 
in Love, and I am a very Grampois; all but my Maſter 
are Porpuſſes to me: ſome neighbouring She · veſſel afraid 
of me, has thrown this Veſſel over- board for me to play 
Withal ; and (ee ſhe ſwims towards ma 5 

, C 3 Cr 
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Chriſt They meet. rele ; | 
Iſab. Tis — Mr. Ramble 5 — 
Cbriſ What deſign ſhould they have ee 
Aer; To me, Madam 2 
Bridg. Yes Sir, a Lady of quality over the way has 1 
ſomething of concern to diſcourſe with you, and deſires 2 
you will oblige her fo far as to come over. 1 
Mer; a Lady of quality have concerns with me reſide. 3 
Some Bleſſing thrown on me from Love, I hope, to re- 
ward my diligent Labours in his Service: No adventure 
with a Woman can be ill: I'll hazard my Perſon _ 
wait you at that corner; [(to the Fiddles) that w 
my. Maſter will come: If he ask for me, tell him I am 
call'd out in the Service. CLEx.-Merry and Bridg. 
Ghriſi Gone in with my Lady Fadudles Woman ! does 
Ramble hold ſecret correſpondence with his publick Enemy 
my Lady Faddle ? is he come to that piece of treachery ? ; 
Iſab. Only ſecret Love; correſpondence between Mer- © 
ry and Bridget: my Lady Faddle cannot be guilty of fo ? 
cunning a Plot: you honour her menen 00 much, F 
to accuſe her of it. i 
Chriſ. Well, why do I ſabmic to ſuch baſenels to 
creep after a falſe Fellow who deſerves not my meaneſt 
thought ? 
Mr. Ramble farewell; your Fiddles * cur'd me e of the 
'/? Tarantula of Love, and the paltry Animal ſhall fer his 
little yenomous Teeth in me no more, I warrant it. 
Jab. Come, come, hang it, forgive a little extrava- | 
gance for once; he loves you well in-the main, I think 
in my conſcience : befides, all men are as bad; the whole 
Nation is infected with the ſame Diſeaſe ; there is not a | 
found-hearted wholeſom Lover in it, except it be ſuch a 
one as your Country Fool; and a thouſand to one bur he | 
brings to town ſome Country Itch too; a paſſion for a | 
by. Dairy- maid; Oh the invincible Charms of a Sillibub.! | 
Chriſ. Diſpute not: L hate him, and the Hour 
when firſt I faw him, and my ſelf that ever I lov'd him ; 
' ' Nay, I hate the Paſl; on of Love for his ſake, and with 
tis blaſt of Rage goes out that Flame which his falſe Fires 
enkindled: and now I will never ſpend one more thought | 
of bim: all my vexation is, that I. muſt ſuffer for his 
Crimes; 
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ECrimes 3 becauſe he has been falſe, I muſt be condem- 
ned to pine away my life in the embraces of a Clown ,— 
a reaſonable piece of Juſtice ! | 


happineſs : hearken not to Pride; Pride is a buffing ya- 
pouring Aſs, pretends to conquer Love, and do greater 
matters than he is able; Love is not to be hector'd by 
ſuch a Coxcomb : hearken to Love, and make your ſelf 
as happy.as you can, if you cannot be as happy as you 


ure would, or as you deſerve. | | 
* Chriſ. Leave thy Politicks and thy idle Diſcourſe, or 
ay leave me: my Reſolution is fix'd: I know when 1 do 
examine Ramble about it, he will have the impudence to 

. X deny it all: but I will circumvent him: have you 


F borrow'd my Couſin's Lodgings: for our Plot? 
Jab. Yes, Madam, the whole Houſe is at your ſervice. 
Chriſ. I'll go thither with 


a 2 : do thou watch thy 
opportunity to ſpeak to Ramble.. 

N Enter Bridget laughing. 

f Bridg. What ſport have I had !-——Now the amorous 
Star whom my Lady has ſo long courted, has ſhed his 
to influence: ſhe has gain'd a Lover, now her Heart will 

leſt be at reſt; and her Tongue too will bave many a mi- 
nute's repoſe, which was before continually railing againſt 
the Intrigues, and wanton Women, and leud Men, and I 
his know not what, But the way of gaining him was plea- 

| MF fant; ſhe plainly frighted the Man into Love, fac'd him 
wa- down; he ſerenaded her, and ſhe would right her Honour, 
ink that the poor Man was forc'd to pretend an extraordinary 
ole Paſſion for fear of being cudgeP'd :—— But ſee, he was 

t a coming away already, I believe he ſuſpects a beating till, 
cha Enter Lady Faddle and Merry. 

the Mer. Oh Madam, what do you mean to give vour 
»r a ſweet beauteous ſelf this trouble ? TR: 

b! La. Fad. What ſhould 1 mean, Sir, but to expreſs my 
[our Civilities ! 

m: Mer. The Air is damp, Madam, and you may catch one 
with of theſe ſcurvy reigning Colds, that poſſeſs almoſt all the 
cires Lungs and Noſes of the Town; and you are now in 
ght more danger than any, becauſe a Cold will be am- 


bitious to-inhabit your fair Perſon. 12 
| W Ls 


Iſab. Come, Madam, never conſpire to your own un- 


2 
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La. Fad. Oh, Sir, you are very ingenious : I may 
well endure a minutes fold Air 2 who have agb 1 
ſo many cold Eyenings (as you ſay you have) under my 
Window. 5 | "= 
Mer. That I have indeed, Madam. - 
La. Fad, Well Sir, to tell you truth, I dare not be un- 
kind to you: For as ſome Men have unlucky Hands, where 
they ſtrike they kill; ſo I have unlucky Eyes, where 1 
wound I ſwear I very often kill: I ſwear ſo many have 
died for me, that I began to have a little regret in my 
mind, and reſolve to bring no more innocent Blood on 
my head. 8 | _ 
Mer. O bleſt be that pious Reſolution !—but for this 
comfort my fate has been the ſame : my Sou} might have 7 
gone to the Muſick of the Spheres, but never to the Fid- * 
dles that wait for me in the Street. | «a 
Enter a Fiddler running. 1 

Fid. Where is he ? Fack, Fack Merry, your Ma- 7 
ſter is come 3 come away quickly. „ 
Mer. You ſaucy Raſcal, whither do you preſs? 


| bes him. 1 
Fid. How now, you Puppy, what's this for? I'll ? 
make your Maſter cudgel you. [Exit Fiddler. 1 


Mer. Dog, I'll run him throꝰ. 4 
La. Fad. Hold, hold Sir, what's the meaning of this?: 
Mer. A rude Fellow to preſs into a Lady's prefence 1 
becauſe we jeſt with one another in the Streets, he muſt 
come and play his Horſe- play here. J 
La. Fad. What does the Fellow mean, Sir? 6 
Mer, You muſt know there is a Gentleman in this 4 
Town, one Mr. Ramble, that is a great Comrade of 7 
mine; we live together, and are ſworn Brothers, and call 
one another out of rallery Miſter and Man; ſometimes 
I am his Man, and ſometimes he is my Man: and indeed 
we are inſeparable ; join Hearts, join Secrets, join Fid- 
dles together ; he knows of my Love, and I know of his 
Love ; and both our Miſtreſſes living ſo directly oppoſite 9 
one to the other, we bring our Fiddles and ſerenade both 
under one: and this wild Fellow you ſaw, is a Gentle- 
man that we admit in our Company, becauſe he plays his 
part on the Violin: ——and he has no more Manners . 
1 
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nan to pteſs aſter me imo à Lady of Quality's preſence 
859 4 ke an ill- bred Scraper as he is:—I ſwear II ff v4 * 
-my La. Fad. Oh Sir, let there be no Quarrels 
Mer. No, no, Madam, I'll warrant you. 


J | Ir yo } 5 
La. Fad.' Nay, but promiſe' me it will make . 2 


un- 1 ublick, and diſnonour me. | 

here 28+ Mer. I will engage my Honour there ſhall not 

re ] Well, moſt dear, dear Madam, we are now each other's 

have Wor ever; to morrow the Formalities of the Church ſhall 
my onclude what is ſo happily begun. 

| on La. Fad. Farewell, dear Sir. 


chis Jon happy hour! Ob happy ne 
nave I. Fad, Well, I ſwear this was unexpected. [ Exir. 
id. aan and Muſick at one door : Ramble meet: 
WF. {I'm loot 1d 2510 Are vie flor 419, ob 
ERNamb. Who's there, Arg 3 | 
Mer. Who ſhould it be elſe? who walks the Streets 
X © this time of night, but you or I, Sir ? "LA 
Rami. 1 have been ſtaid by the braveſt adventure. 
„ Auer. I have not been idle, Sir; 1 dare compare Ad- 


11 ventures with you for what you pleaſe. 

ler, amb. Til tell thee mine anon. a 
Aer. And Tl tell you mine, when you have a mind 

$? co laugh: Well Sir, my comfort is, you nor I ſhall not 
have much to anſwer for, for neglecting the Talents Na- 

ture has given us; we have no loſs of time lies on our 

Conſciences: While other lazy People fleep and take 


and et theſe wicked People eenſure us, and ſay we turn 


ws 4 oy into night, and night into day, and inyert the order 
not Nature, TY 
on ERamb. The order of Nature! the order of Coxcombs; 


che order of Nature is to follow my Appetite; Am I to 
eat at Noon; becauſe it is Noon, or becauſe I am a-hun- 
ery: To eat becauſe a Clock ſtrikes, were to feed a 

lock, or the Sun, and not my ſelf ; Let dull grave 
fire Rogues obſerve diſtinction of Seaſons, eat becauſe the 
oth Fun ſhines, and when he departs lie drown'd ſome nine 


tle- Hours in their own Flegm ; I will pay no ſuch homage 


his e the Sun and Time, which are things below me ; I 


ler RS 
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© their eaſe, we are conſtientioufly labouring in the Cauſe; 


Mer. Farewell, moſt dear Madam : Oh happy night 1 2 1 
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am a 2 Being to them, and will make 'em attend 


my Pleaſure. q 
Mer. Moſt nobly reſoly'd ; how proud ſhall I be to 

have the Sun my Fellow-ſervant! . 
/ _ Ramb, The World is Nature's Houſe of Entertain“ 
ment, where Men of Wit and Pleaſure are her free 
Gueſts, ty'd to no Rules and Orders: Fools indeed are 
her Houſhold-ſtuff, which ſhe Jocks up, and brings forth 
at Seaſons; handſom Fools are her Pictures; ſtudious, 
/ plotting, engineering Fools are her Mechanick Imple- 
1} ments; ſtrong laborious Fools, are her common Uten - 
ſils; valiant bold Fools, are her Armoury ; and dull in- 
ſignificant Fools are her Lumber, which by Wars, Plagues, 
and other Conveniences, ſhe often throws and ſweeps 

\'out of the World. ft ] 


, 


Mer. Very well, Sir: —and pray what Fool am I ? 
Ramb. An amphibious Creature, that liveſt in both 
Elements of Wit and Fool; the major part of thee is 
Fool, but that part of thee that is Wit is true Wit 3 
and ſo thou art a nobler Animal than many of thoſe poor 
Creatures that thou ſeeſt ſwim after Men of Wit and 
Senſe, for the and Orts of Vit that fall from 
them; they leap and play out of the Water, as high as 
they can, but they are but Fiſh till ; Folly is their Ele- 
| ment, and there they muſt ſtay, I pity the Poets ; 
| theſe Creatures do but ſpoil our Mirth, but 2 the 
Poets Labours; they are to them as the Fox is to the 
* N when the Badger has with great pains ſcratch'd 
himſelf a Hole, the Fox comes and ſtinks him out of fit: 
But enough of this. Come, to the buſineſs//in 
hand; however 'tis in other Affairs, I am for reducing 
Love to the ſtate of Nature; I am for no propriety, but 
every man get what he can; however Invaſion in this 
Caſe I am ſure is lawful ; when a pretty young Woman 
lies in the poſſeſſion of an old Fellow, like a fair fertile 
Province under the Dominion of the Twrk, uncultivated 
and unenjoy'd, no good Chriſtian but ought to make war 
upon him: —mine is a kind of Holy War, and I 
deſerve a Benediftion: And ſo my muſical. Pilgrims to 
your Arms.. Js 
Mer. Sir, You will make the jealous old Lord cut the 
pretty Creature's Throat. Ramb. 


The Country Wit. 
_ "Ramb. Oh, Sir, he loves his Divertiſement too well 
[ir that; like an old Cat that has been a good Mouſer in 
bis time, he loves his Prey, tho it be but to mew oyer 
it? But look, I ſee a Light. | 
Mer. I hear her voice too: I am ſure 'tis her's. 
'Ramb. She's coming to the Window 4 
Rogues, run and light your Flambeaux, or call a Link 
that ſhe may ſee me. [to his Footmen. 
Mer. Up ſo late! 6 
Ramb. Ay, poor Creature, ſhe, like the reſt of her Sex, 
can have no reſt in this World, neither with a Man, nor 
without a Man ; not with a Man, for if he be young, 2 


lets her have no reſt ; if he be old, ſhe lets him have no 4 
reſt ; ang without a Man, to reſt is impoſſible ; So, poor , 
Souls, they have no reſt in this Life Hark, they are 
loud; let's liſten, | ugh | 
rd Drybone, Betty 3 and Ciſs, come to the 
i1nd40W, 
Lord Dr, What do you come to the Window for? 
ome to bed I ſay. 
Betty. I will not come to bed. 
Lord Dr. Will you {till be thus humourſome ? 
Betty, Yes that I will. | | 
Lord Dr. Come, you are a proud, fuly, whimſical, 
iconfiderable, fantaſtical Jilt. + chad 
Beity. Come, you are a weak, trifling old No- man. 
Ramb. Oh admirable ! this is a Serenade to me. 
Lord Dr. How dare you talk thus to a Man of my 
Quality: | | | | 
Betty, What care I for your Quality? do you think | * 
am in love with a Patent? *tis a Man, and not a piece 
ff Parchment that I value. | 
Ramb. A very Wit, as I live. 
Ciſi. Pray, Madam, do not anger my Lord ſo: 
Lord Pr. Do you know who Iam, that youdare ſay this? 
Betty. Yes, I know you to be a Thing with a Title; or 
aher Nothing with a Title: Your Lordſhip is Titular, 
our Manhood is Titular, and every thing Titular but 
our Money; and your ſubſtantial Money compounds for 
dur Titular Perſon. 


Lord 
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Lord Dr. Do you twit me i*th? Teeth with my 

to you? forgive the Fault, Mrs. Elizabeth Friſque, 

ſhall be penitent and reform. tu! 
Betty. I doubt not your penitence. and reſormation; I 
ſhall have ſome Ambetſavoure from Guinea to morroyy, | 
to treat of a Peace; the King's Image in Gold, muſt 
make ſatisfaction for the Faults committed by the Image 
of a Subject. 7 t 
Ramb. The moſt admirable Tongue-Fencer I have 
heard, he cannot get a hit of her. | = 
Lord Dr. You are very civil, Mrs. Elizabeth. 

To, ſhew how damnably I ſhall fruſtrate your Expecta- 
tions, I this night put an end to your Reign: Your way 
of livelihood is much after the Mode of the Tartar:; 
when you have graz d all you can in one Province, you 
b prepare to morrow for freſh | 
; Forage. | CE a 
Betty. My way of living with you has been much after 
the mode of the Tartars, for I have taſted ſince I came, 
nothing but Horſe-fleſh ; and freſh Forage I will ſeek to 


Morrow. | | an wats Mice > 4 : 
Lord Dr. And fo you ſhall, | _ - [Exit Lord Dr. 
Mer. Do Ty hear, Sir? the fair Faulcon will have 
her Hood and her Bells pull'd off to morrow, and be ſet to 
fly at liberty. | 2 | C 

Ramb. 1 hear: I want but a light to lure her down on 
my Fiſt : where ſtay my loitering Rogues 1 

Mer. I am afraid tis ſo late there's not a light to be 
Ot. Wn - F/ 

a Betty. Come Ciſs, I'll go lie with the. 2 
- Ciſs. Why do you vex my Lord ſo, Madam?  Þ c 

Betty. This is the diſcipline I keep him under: not 
Syllable he ſpeaks to night, but ſhall coſt him dearer tha 7 

printing a Book in Folio: he ſhall be glad to morrow u 

tie me and all my things in my Chamber with Point 4 


Venice, and barricado me with Stones as rich as the Pl 
loſophers Stone, and Mortar of Amber-greaſe. . 

Ci. Well, I ſwear 'tis a rare thing to be an abſolui 
Prince, and have rich Subjects; ob how one may pill e 
oj on So lane he nth + [Ex 
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The Country Wit. 
1 Ramb. Oh dull Rogue that I am! I have ſtaid till 


ſhe's gone 3 gone, as I live, the Window is ſhut and all 
dark ? ſtrike up, you Rogues, and retrieye her; never 


ſtay for tuning. 


1 She does not come yet: — ſcrape as 
„loud as you can, make your Catguts ſqueek as loud as a 
alt ¶ Conſort of Caterwaulers would at the roaſting of one:. 
ge 28 ſhe's gone to bed, I am ruin'd : Sing, join all your 

Throats and baul; beat a Travalley on the Drums of their 
Ve Ears. —I bear ſome body at the Window, * Dryb. 


tis ſhe I hope: now be more melodious, 4 peeps out of 
— leſt you fright her hence. theWindow. 
= Lord Dr. Muſick at my door at this time o' night ! 
27 Now I ſhall diſcoyer my Gentlewoman's Intrigues : *twas 
for this ſhe came to the Window: I'll liſten. to try if I 
ou BY can find out any myſtery by their Song, and then ſteal to 


eſh che door and fee who they are. 

ter SONG. 

ne, X Pox of impertinent Age, | | , 

to The Pleaſures of Youth to invade; FS 
XZ The Cheat who has long been broke, 

Dr. Has impudence ſtill to trade. R 

av , Awaken fair Celia betimes, 

t to Before thy ſweet Youth's undone ; 


= Come ſow thy Delights in a Breaſt 
on Will yield thee a hundred for one. 
l bring thee hot Youth and Love, 
) be Come mingle thy Fires with mine; 
X We'll ſerve to the Night for Stars, 
I And make them aſham d to ſhine. 
3 Come down to my plentiful Feaſt, 
ot 8 Lie picking o Bones no more, 
tha The ſcraps of a Diſh ill. dreſud, 
I And the leavings of many a Whore, 


As they have done ſinging, enter Sir Thomas Raſh in 4 
Buff-coat,' with a long Sword by his fide, followed by. 

tuo or three Footmen with long Swords, © CAS 
Sir Tho. Where is this Ramble and his Fiddles ? 


: I Footm, 1 heard *em, an't like your Worſhip, but 
juſt now hereabouts. | 
Fre 3 Sir 
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Sir Tho, How. ſhall 1 know they are his? —2 com- 
pany of Rogues, to lay oy Buff-coat out of the way, 
Har 1 have loſt Ramble while 1 have been looking my 
Coat: and you, Sirrah, to let your Torch go out. 
| [to one of the Foot men. 
' Ramb. What an unlucky Puppy am 1? ſhe does not 
look out yet. bf 2 

1 Foot m. Sir, Sir, an't like your Worſhip, I ſee a 
heap of Men at yonder door, I believe they are they. 

Sir Tho. How ſhall I know that, Sirrah ?—come along, 
T'll ligen, and hear what they talk of: if it be Ramble, 
Fl ramble him, I'll teach him to come rambling and 
= rumbling after my Daughter. 494 
2 Footm. O' my conſcience tis he, Sir; for 1 beard 
the Fiddles hereabout, | Lien. 
Sir Tho. Hold your tongue, you Puppy. _ 
Enter Lord Drybone in his Night-gown, with a Sword 

in his Hand. 

Lord Dr. So, they are here ſtill z I was afraid they 
were gone ; now ſhall 1 diſcover who they are. 
| | St Goes behind them and peeps. 

Mer. She's gone to bed, Sir; ſhe will not come out 
ar.y more to night. 

Ramb. How unlucky was this ? 

Sir Tho, 1 have found him i'faith ;5-<that's Ramble's 
Voice, and that's my Daughter they talk of: ſhe has 
omis'd to come out to him it ſeems. ;—hece's brave do- | 
ings, Ill make ſome body ſmart :—Rogues be ready 
when I give the word: let me peep whereabouts he is, 

| | [Sir Tho. peeps. 
Lord Dr. So, ſo, th expect to. Real her out 
Oh brave Whore ! ho can this be let me 


A Fellow in a Buff- coat; 3 Peeps about Sir 


and by what 1 can perceive, an old 4 Tho. and sir Tho, 
Fellow t00 :=—— W bat, has ſhe In- C abort Lord Dr. 
trigues with Hectors and old Hectors! metbinks an old 
rich Lord, ſhould be as good as an old poor Hector. 
Sir Tho, Ha! in his Night-gown! juſt ready to chop to 
bed to her when ſhe comes; they have made à maten to 
| | 2 bere to-night; Oh ſweet virtuous Madam 
2 5 Chriſtina? I have bred you up to fine purpoſe! I' ſtay 


- \ till you come, to give my Bleſſing on you both toge- 
ther, Mer. 


— 
—— ———— —ä—4; 
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Mer. Come, Sir, you had as good go to your Re- 
poſe 3 the jealous old Coxcomb does ſo watch her Wa- 
ter, that ſhe cannot get out. 

Lord Dr. The jealous old Coxcomb ! Oh braye ! what 
Rogue is this? 

ir Tho. The jealous old Coxcomb ! Sirrah, your 
Throat ſhall be cut for this, 

Ramb. Pox on him for me, he has made me loſe a 
night's Fatigue. 5 8 | a 

Lord Dy. Pox on him! 

Sir Tho, Pox on him ! yes, I'll give you five thou- 
ſand Pound with my Daughter to bid a Pox on me 
1 will. ; * 
Mer. Sir, Sir, whate'er the buſineſs is, the Door is 
open; if you will, I'll enter ſoftly, and fee what it means. 

Ramb. Do, oh do, prithee dear Merry ! Oh Heay'n 


Lord Dr. Stealing to the Doot ! | 
[Lord Drybone gets betwixt Merry and the Door. 
Who's there? [ He gives Merry a bex 0* th Ear. 

Mer. A Friend. {Merry frites him again. 

Lord Dr. Ho, Peter, George, ho, my People, ho! 

Sir Tho, Are you quarrelling amongſt your felves ? Pl 
make one among you : Ramble, — where are you 
Ramble ? Vil Ramble you :—fall on. 

Ramb. Sir Tho. Raſl's Voice, I'm -ruin'd, retreat, 
retreat, | | 

[Ramble and Merry retreat, followed by Sir 
Tho Raſh's Men : The Fidlers run ſeveral ways. 

Sir Tho, Ramble is my Man :—and here he is are 
you running into your Caſtle, Sir? [Lays hold on L. Dr. 

Lord Dr. George, Peter, George 

Sir Tho, Oh, you change your yoice, Sir, now I am 
come, do you ? 'tis not George, nor St. George ſhall help 
you now Sir: I'll teach you to make a Whore of my 
Daughter, Sir. . 

Lord Dr. How! her Father here ! is this old Hector 
her Father ——Make a Whore of your Daughter, Sir ! 
your 2 was a Whore before I had any thing to do 
wit * FR 


D 2 Sir 


, 
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Sir Tho, Oh horrid, ſhe's common ! however I will | 
have my Pennyworths out of you, 

Lord Dr. Murder, Murder; George, Peter, rhows: 
Rogues, come help me 1 

Enter Lord Drybone's Mer. 
2 Faotm. My Lord affaulted ! - : 

Sir Tao. Murder, Murder; Andrew, Nicholas, Will , 
Rogues, come help me! A 

Enter Ramble and Merry fighting with Sir Tho's Men. 

Ramb, Sir Thomas calls cut Murder, 1 

Sir Tho. Foot. My Maſter thereabouts! 

[Sir Tho's Men run away from Ramble, and | 
ſail en Lord Dry bone. 

Lord Dr. Ho, the Watch! a Conſtable, a Conftable ! 1 

[ Lord Drybone runs in calling Conſtable, whils 
all the reſt fight kelter skelter. | 

Enter Conſtabl: and Waich, 

Conſt, Knock em don, knock em down; q 
[The Watch knock the Servaiits down, © 
Seiz: that Man and that Man, and bring 'em before me. 
[Watch ſeixes Sir Tho, and Ramble, | 
Who are you? what are you ? come before me 
Sie Thomas Raſa ! and Squire Ramble / I know | 
you both: What's the meaning of this, Gentlemen?“ 

a Man of your Worſhip, Sir Thomas, to be a fighting in 
* Streets o' this time o' night ! fie upon it: and 1 ; 

ou uſe to be more civil. | 

Ramb. Sir Thomas, I am glad to ſee you ſo well; I 
hope you have got no hurt ; who was it daarrelld 3 
with you? 

Sir Tho, Oh fine Fellow ! he has got his Clothes on J 
already, to put a cheat upon me; and the better to pro- 
mote it, pretends he knows nothing of the Quarrel :=— 4 
No, Sir, no, I have got no hurt. : 

Ramb. I am glad of it with all my heart. 

Sir The. To make a Whore of my Daughter, is no 
hurt to me. keſn 4 

Ramb. I was very fortunate to paſs by. L 

Sir Tho. And ſo was I to diſcover this Roguery.. 

Conſt, This is like Gentlemen; now 1 commend you: i 
Come Gentlemen, you are both my Friends; I will con- 

vey 


Y 
„ 


» 
x 
. 


_ 
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in vey you ſafe home with my Fleet of Lanthorns, and let's 
be merry as we go: the Man in the Moon and I are. 

Dukes of Midnight : give a ſpill to my Watch, and my 

Grace ſhall drink your Health in Claret, 

N Sir Tho. Leſs of your Wit, and more of your Office, 

Mr. Conſtable; I will have revenge, tho I put my Daugh- 

1 N ter in Bride well: ſeize that Gent „Mr. Conſtable, 


| Ramb, Me, Sir, for what? you are in ſome miſtake : 
I came to your aſſiſtance. | 
© Sir Tho, Seize him, I ſay. 
1 Ramb. What's the meaning of this? 
46 Sir Tho. You ſhall know the meaning preſently. 


4 Conſt, Come, come Gentlemen, pray let us make you 
1! 4 Friends. | ; A 
4Þ Ramb. Sir, there was never any enmity betwixt us z 

= there is no man in the World that I am more Servant to 

than Sir Thomas Raſh. 

e Sir Tho. Yes, Sir, I know what ſervice you do me, 
„. and you ſhall have your wages: ſeize us both, 1 ſay, and 

carry us before the next Juſtice of Peace, 

e. Conſt. 1 am ſorry for this, I'fairh, Gentlemen. 

F Ramb, Sir Thomas, there need be no ſeizing, 1'l1 
wait upon you : Mr, Conſtable, if you pleaſe you may 
let me walk at liberty, I will engage my Honour to you, 1 
will wait on Sir Thomas Raſh wherever he pleaſes to com- 
mand me. 

Sir Tho, No thanks to you, Sir, I'll make you do it: 
Ill try if there be Law againſt ſuch leud Doings as theſe 
are : bring him along here. [walks before in haſte. 

Conſt. What have you done, Squire, to Sir Thomas ? 
he is a haſty cholerick Man. | 

Ramb. I have only bindred him from having his Throat 
cut; if he be angry at that, I cannot help it. | 

Mer, What Devil brought this old Fellow hither ? and 
what ails him ? | 
A Noiſe within of drunken Bullies, who enter with their 

Swords drawn, roaring. 
Om. Bul, Hay, hay, ſcour ! ſcour ! 
1 Bal. An honeſt Gentleman going to Priſon. - 
Om. Bul. Rogues, Rogues! 
[The Bullies fight, and beat the Watch; all go off ſcuffling 
and roaring, D 3+ AI 
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ACT I. SCENE, The Sweet: 


Enter Ramble. 


Ramb. I AM beholden to the honeſt drunken Bullięs, 
that procur'd my liberty from theſe Night-Cor- 
ſairs and Algerines call'd the Watch, that pickaroon up 
and down in the Streets, and will not let an boneſt Chri- 
ſtian Veſſel, laden with Burgundy, fail by : but I was lit- 
tle beholden to Fortune, to ſtand in need of their help: 
I do not like the adventure with this cholerick old Father- 
in-law of mine ; a Pox of the formal Coxcombs for me, 
that invented the Rules of Manners and Civility, and Foo- 
lery :>—1 muſt endure the Humours of this old Fellow, 
only becauſe he club'd to the production of the fair Chri- 
wt | flina; as if a Man were bound in civility to ſtand under 
{ ;-+ | the droppings of a Conduit all days on's life, becauſe 
| 4 once at a Coronation it ran Claret, and he was drunk 
with it. | 
| Enter Merry and Iſabella vixarded. 
Mer. Sir, Sir, I have the moſt glorious News for you! 
Ramb, Ha! quick, quick; thou fir'ſt me, — what 
| is it? f 
Mer. A moſt delicate young Lady, Wife to a perſon of 
very great Quality, has been fick for you theſe fix 
Months ; and her Husband happening this night to be out 
of town, ſhe has ſent her Woman for you. 
Iſab. O why did you ſay ſo, Sir? I told you I ſtole 
out o' my own head, out of pity to her: ſhe knows no- 
thing of it, 


. 
* | 


ledge, 

a. I know when bring him ſhe will kill me: but 
I bed rather ſhe ſhuuld kill me, than Love ſhould kill hers 
| Ramb.. I will fave both your Lives; dear Crea- 
4 ture, lead me quickly to ber before her Diſeaſe grows 
1 deſperate. — 
= Iſab. Well, Sir, you muſt fend your Man away; nor 
1 muſt you know whither you go: dear, what am IL 
if going to do 2 


Rams 


Ramb. No, no, ſhe knows nothing of it to my know- 
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Ramb. Come along, ſweet Rogue: Merry, to 
your own Affairs. { Exeunt Ramble and Iſabella, 
Mer. 1 have a curſed itch to be following 'em, and ſee 
whither they go: they are gotten into Chairs, and 
the Rogues are in their Trot :—Now they have turn'd the 
corner — Let em go, I'll to my own honeſt conſci- 
entious Matrimonial Affairs. ; LExit. 
Enter two Chairs; The Scene a Room : The Chairs are 
ſet dotun, and Ramble and Iſabella vixarded, come 
out of them. 

Iſab. I have brought you thus far, Sir; but Heaven 
knows how to lead you any further: My Wit is here at 
an end: I dare not for my life introduce you: Cannot 
you pretend ſome miſtake or other ? | 

Ramb.. A thouſand, a thouſand : I will pretend 
ſome Miſtreſs of. mine had newly chang'd her Lodging, 
and I miftook this for it. 

Iſab. That will be excellent: 1 fee you want no wit 
upon theſe Occaſions ;———But will you be faithful to my 


Lady's Honour, Sir, and not truſt your Man, nor an 


Friend you have, with a Secret of ſuch importance? 

Ramb. I will cut out my Tongue if Ltalk of it but in 
a Dream. | 

Jab. Dear Sir, do: well, ſtay but a little bit of a mi- 
nute, whilſt I run in, and ſee in what humour my Lady is 
and I will come back and ſhew you her Chamber. [Ex. If, 

Ramb. Ten thouſand Thanks, my dear, dear Provi- 
dore. Sent for by a young handſome Lady (fo 
ber Inſtrument ſays fhe is) to ſupply not only the abſence, 
but defects of a Husband ; Let me ſee, what ready Love 
have I about me? I ſhould come off bluely now, if I 
ſhould not have enough, but be forc'd to cheat her of 
one half of the reckoning : No matter, ſhe is rightly 
ſery'd to ſurprize me ſo; ſhe ought to have given me fair 
warning, and not have drawn ſo great a Bill as this on me, 
to be paid at ſight : ſhe might well think, I that am ſuch 


a conſtant Trader, cannot haye much Money in Bank. | 


Ay, but ſhe is in Love, and Love is blind; one may put 
a falſe piece of Coin on him now and then, eſpecially 
after I have paid him a great ſum, he will not be ſo ſcru- 
pulous.— Well, I am. a Catholick Man, of ſtrange uni- 


verſal 


an 
Ly 4 


—- 
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verſal uſe, I ought to have a Penſion for the publick Ser- 
vice I do the State: but tho I am an excellent Subject, I 
am a traiterous Lover ; how like a barbarous Villain do 
I uſe that divine Creature Mrs. Chriſtina If I were 
fifty Rambles bound together, I bad not merit enough 
for her Love ; and I, tho I am but one, yet parcel my 
ſelf out every minute to fifty Women: yet tis not for 
want of love to her, for che enjoyment of other Wo- 
men gives me nat ſo much delight as a ſmile from her: 
and yet, I'gad, the enjoyment of her would not keep me 
from the chaſe of other Women. Here I am raving 
mad after a Woman, only tickled with an Image in my 
own fancy, of a young, pretty, melting, twining burn- 
ing Creature, who for ought I know may be only an old, 
ugly, leacherous Suecuba, like a burning Hill, with Snow 
on her top, and Fire in her Guts; and has inchanted me 
to her Embraces with a delicate young amorous Picture, 
put in my head. No, no, it cannot be; if ſhe were ug- 
I, ſhe would not bave the impudence to ſend for me; 
© , Pay, ſhe wouid not have the impudence to love: No, 
no, ſhe muſt be handſom, ay, and extremely handſom 
too Let me ſee, what kind of Woman may ſhe | 
be; ſhe has a large, rolling, ſmiling, black Eye, full of 
Fire; a round, ſweet, juicy, melting Lip, full of Blood; 
even, ſmall Ivory Teeth 3 full, round, white, hard 
Breaſts; a ſmall, ſtrait, delicate Shape; a white little 
Hand, inclining to be moiſt; a little, neat Foot; ber 
Stature middling.— Ay, this is ſhe, I know her as well as 
if I were married to her: I'am ſure *tis ſhe, —I'gad I am 
paſſionately in love with her.-Oh, my dear Envoy, 
come back quickly with full Commiſſion from thy La- 
dy, or I ſhall fall into a Fever. Come, come, come.— 
Here ſhe is; here ſhe is —my Dear, let's go, let's go, 
lets go';3—ſhew me the way, ſhew me the way, my dear 
Scout, for my Forces are alt up in Arms, and they will 
charge in ſpite of my Teeth, I cannot hold 'em in. 
| Enter Iſabella. 
I/ab. Ab, Sir, begone, begone, or I-ſhall be ruin'd, 
be kill'd; I gave my Lady (to try what ſhe would ſay) 
but a little hint, not of your being here, but only ſaid, 
What if 1 could bring you hither ? or ſo! and ſne ran 
| 1 di- 
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diſtracted: I thought ſhe would have dy'd : I never 
ſaw one in ſuch a Paſſion in my life. Ob, Sir, there is 
no hope; ſhe is ſo tender of her Honour, that it is im- 

ſſible to come at her. 
. Ramv, What doſt thou ſay? thou tortur'ſt me! 
wrack'ſt me! kill'ſt me ! "tis impoſſible to come at her !— 
tis impoſſible not to come at her!. I am all o'fire, 
and I muſt go, will go. | 

Lab. Oh, Sir, what do you mean? do you bear me 
malice ? have you a mind I ſhould be killd ? [Holds him. 

Ramb. I love thee, next thy Lady, above all the Crea- 
tures.in the World, Iwill take all upon my ſelf, and pre- 
tend I came in by miſtake z and no Creature ſhall know 
any thing. | 

Jab. Oh, Sir, ſhe will know'it all to be a mere in- 
vented Story, a Flam ; for I have the Keys of all the 
Doors, and no body can come in but by my conſent. 

Ramb. Ob, but you left open the Door to night by 
accident. | . 

1/ab. Oh, no, no, Sir, I ſhut *em, and told her I ſhut 
'em! and was more careful than ord*nary to night, be» 
cauſe of his Lordſhip's being abroad, and few Servants in 
the Houſe. = "G02 

Rami, A Pox o' the Doors—I muſt go in,—1 will 
go in,—l cannot but go in, | 

Iſab. Have you a mind I ſhou'd be kill'd ?: do you 
thirſt after my Blood ? | 

Ramb, I will protect both thy Life and Honour. 

Iſab. But Sir you cannot, my Lady will call up all the 
Footmen in the Houſe, 

Ramb. Then 1 will call up one of my Feet, and kick 
'em all down Stairs, 

Jab. Oh, I beſeech you,—I entreat you. 

12 [ Falls down and holds his Legs, 
Ramb. Dear Creature, I cannot forbear ; I am a cer- 


| tain Steed that am us'd to leap into other Mens Grounds ; 


and I muſt leap tho with a Clog at my Foot. |. He drags her. 

Iſab. Oh, Sir, Sir, let me but go in and ſettle my 
Countenance, that I may appear as it I knew nothing of 
the Plot ; do but do that for me. 


Ramb. 


* 
. 
— — ——__ 


Ramb, Ay, with all my heart, dear Rogue :z—1 will 
do any thing that's Reaſon. | [Ifabella rwns in. 
In what a heat am I ! this looks like a trick in this Slut, 
to make me ſo fierce and ravenous, that, like a hungry 
Lion, I ſhall prey at laſt on her my Keeper. . 

Enter Iſabella. 


Now, my Dear ! | 
Ifab. Oh, Sir, ruin'd, ruin'd, my Lady has over-heard 
all our talk, and is ready to fall into Fits: I am undone, 
undone! 9 | 
Ramb. Is ſhe in Fits ?———1 am the only Man at Fits in 
the World. : 
Iſab. Oh, Sir, you cannot get to her, ſhe has lock'd 


ber ſelf in her Chamber; and if you offer any violence, 


ſhe will call out to the Neighbours. 

Ramb, A Pox on her for falling in love with me, and 
© thee for telling me : find out 2 way of making an 
interview betwixt us, or open Wars will break out, and 
I will march to her Frontiers. | 

Tſab. I cannot find out one, tho 1 ſhould break my 
Brain with ſtudy. ab 

Ramb, Then keep thy Brain whole, and I will break 
the Door. Þ g 

 1ab. Hold, Sir, hold Sir, ſince it muſt be ſo, I have 
thought of one: ſay after me as loud as ſhe may hear 
you, for her Chamber is but hard by, and we will fee 
what that will do. | 
Excuſe me, Mrs. Andrews, for forcing wy ſelf ſo rudely 


into your Lady's Houſe. She ſpeaks ſofily. 
Ramb, Excuſe me, Mrs, Andrews, for forcing my ſelf 


fo rudely into your Lady's Houſe. [He ſpeaks loud. 
Iſab. It is an inyincible Paſſion which I have for your 


1 4e It is an invincible Paſſion which I have for your 
1 

I/ab. 1 muſt ſpeak with her now my Lord's abroad. 

Ramb, 1 muſt ſpeak with her now my Lord's abroad. 
& Ifab.. If ſhe will ruin her Reputation and be obſtinate, 
ſhe may. | 
Ramb, If ſhe will ruin her Reputation and be obſtinate, 
ſhe may. 

Iſabs 
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1/ab. For I die if I do not ſee her. 
Ramb. For 1 die if 1 do not ſee her, | 
Jab. Now let me run and ſee how this has wrought : 
I muſt call to her thro? the Key-hole, 
Exit Iſabella, and calls within, Madam, 
Ramb. This Fade has heated me till I am all in a Foam, 
Enter Iſabella. | 
Jab. This has done — ſince her Honour 
would be wholly ruined if there ſhould be any hubbub 
made to preſerve her Honour, my Lady conſents to ad- 
mit you. : 
Ramb, Oh ſweet Rogue ; 
Yah, Not ſo faſt, Sir, you muſt ſwear not to diyulge 
any t | | 
Aw» o ay, I ſwear | what elſe? 
Iſab. 1 muſt run and tell her. 
[She goes out, and comes in. immediately, 
And you muſt ſwear not to ſee her, or call for a Light, 
or draw the Windows or Curtains. 
Ramb, I (wear, I ſwear. 
1/ab. Fl runand tell her, — ; 
Exit, and enters immediately. 
And you muſt ſwear not to talk to her, or at leaſt compel 
her to talk, to gueſs. who ſhe is by her Voice, | 
Ramb. I ſwear 1 will not give ber leiſure to talk, I will 12 
employ her Tongue otherwiſe. [Exit Iſabella, and enters, 
Iſab. And you muſt ſwear not to touch her. 
Ramb. Nay then 1 ſhall be articled out of all: I will 
keep my paſt Articles, but 1 will not make one Article 
more, | By 
Iſab, Well then, ſince it muſt be ſo, follow me. 
follow me z— ſoftly, that none of the Servants may 
hear. Hold, Sir, to let you ſee what an extraordinary 
Eſteem my Lady has of you, ſhe will truſt you with her 
Honour, and diſcover the beautiful Empire which your . 
victorious Charms have conquer d: See, Sir, this is = 
the wounded Lady. 5 | 
The Scene is drawn, and diſcovers Chriſtina. 
Ramb. Chriſtina | am I betray' d? Ob, for an Art to 
walk away inviſible, 


Chriſ. 
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Chriſ. Whither, whither, cruel Sir, are you convey- 
ing my Felicity away, now I bave taken ſuch pains to at- 
tain it? Oh uſe not that Empire Nature has given Fm 
.over poor Women's Hearts too tyrannically ! conſider 
we are poor, ſoft, loving things, and a little Cruelty will 
| kill. us; have pity on a poor Lady, that dies for you, and 
is forc'd to deſcend ſrom the Modeſty of her Sex, to court 
ou to a Minute's Converſation, at an hour when the reſt 
of the happy World enjoy, ſome their Loyes, ſome their 
Repoſe, and all are at eaſe but poor me. 

Ramb. Jade, you will pay for this. Caſide to Ia, 
Nothing can help me now but Impudence :———So, Ma- 
dam, you think you have put a fine Trick on me now, 
you think you have catch'd me. 

_ * Chriſ. 1 warrant you knew of the Plot. 
Ramb. 1 warrant you think I did not. 
Chriſ. W by did you? | 
Ramb. Did I! a likely matter, that I ſhould not know 

1ſabella's Voice. | 
Chrif. Why thou Prodigy of Impudence, dar'ſt thou 

._ + impoſe ſuch a Falſhood as this on me? I beliey'd thee a- 

-, \\\/ | gainſt the Reports of the whole World, which long ſince 

A. aſſur'd-me of — Baſeneſs ; but doſt thou think I will be- 

4 lieve thee againſt the Teſtimony of my Eyes too? know 1 

this Minute tear thee out o' my Heart, and after this 

| never ſee me more. | 

Ramb. Ha, ha! what ſhall we jeſt till we quarrel ? 

| | Enter a Servant running. | 

Serv. Madam, Madam, here's your Father a coming; 
it ſeems he miſs'd you out of your Lodging, and is co- 
ming in a great Rage to ſee if you be here. 


Ramb. Ab, what will he ſay if J eee 
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he catch me here: let me be 4 one door. Enteratano- 
gone, make room, make room. ther Sir Tho, Raſh. 

Sir Tho. So Maid, have I found you out o' doors? go. 

Chriſ. Who do you ſpeak to, Sir? 

Sir Tbo. To the corruption of my Blood, to the diſ- 
eaſe of my Soul, to the filth of my Houſe, to the Putre- 
fact on of my Honour; a Blot which my Sword ſhould 
this .nftant ſcrape out of being, if the Rent could be bid 
b from 


A „ 


* | 
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from the Eyes of the World, or all the Duſt of the Grave 
conceal thee. | | "= | 

Chrif. Oh Heaven! 3 | 

Sir The. Speak not, thy Voice is more horrid to me 
than the Groans of a Mandrake; thy Sight more odious | 2 
than a Monſter ; no Senſe of mine will endure to hold 
communication with thee, ; E 14 
Jab. Hey, hey! all this for an innocent Frolick. 4 
Sir Thag, For a Frolick, and an innocent Frolick ! Oh 4 1 
the incomprehenſible Impudence of the Age! Leudneſs is 
| a Frolick ! and Abomination Innocence! Oh ſweet. 
World, how art thou ſet with thy Heels upwards ſince 1 
. knew thee ! — Virtue and Honeſty were Innbcence, | 
when I firſt came into thee ; but now Filthineſs is Inno- 

cence, .and Hell and the Devil a Frolick! Oh that the 

Gout, or a Greenland Froſt bad ſeiz'd the Fingers of the 
Deſtinies, ere they had ſpun out my Thread to ſuch a 2 

W frolickſom Age. | * | 

Chriſ. Good Sir, why do you diſorder your ſelf, and 
u afflict me with theſe cauſeleſs Tranſports? I know not 

a- the Senſe of your Diſcourſe; your Language has to me 


— 


ce no meaning ; theꝝ are Words never enter d into my Ears 
e- before; tis all Diſtraction to me. { 
1 Sir Tho. Oh, you are for the Subſtance, and not the 


his Picture in Words and Phraſes: I'll tell you my mean- 
ing more plainly: Then know Mrs. Innocence, you are 
naught, you have been naught with Ramble, be own'd 
it, confeſs'd it, boaſted it to me, to my Face, to my 
7 ; Throat, with his Tongue, with his Sword; he ſaid you 
co- bad been leud with him, and that you had been leud be- 
fore ever he touch'd you. i br 
ryat Chriſ. Oh a EE aca [$he ſwoon; 
an- _ 1/ab. She ſwoons, ſhe ſwoons, help, help! e 
aſh, Sir Tho. Let her die; wou'd ſhe had dy'd in the Cra- 
0. dle, in the Womb, that ſhe might never have brought 
this Shame and Vexation to me. | 
 diſ- Iſab, She has not, ſhe did not, none can ſay it, none 
utte - did ſay it, none dare ſay it; or if they did, they lye. we) 2 
ould | Ramble lyes, and you lye, and you are all Lyars; and || 
e hid} ſhou'd an Angel from Heaven ſay it, I would ſay he were 
from © Lyar, and that ſhe n Innocence than he. 
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Sir Tho. Lou are her Procurer, and now will be her 
Maintainer, will you? out o doors. 1 
Iſab. In this condition you are a natural Father! 
Sir Tho. She's none e her whole Maſs 


of Blood, her whole Body, her whole Soul is chang d. 
Iſab. She is thy Honour, thy Glory. 
Sir The. Then Infamy follow me benceſorward!— 


Go I ſay, | | 

lab? She ſhall-not go, I will defend her whil& 1 have 
-a Nail or a Tooth. 

Sir Tho. Nay then drag them hence; Ito his Footmen. _ 
he that refuſes I'll drag to the De- [they thruſt them out. 
vil. 80, to Ramble with her, — and after fix Months 
Iniquity, when his beaſtly Appetite is gallop'd to his 
Journey's end, and is tired with whipping and ſpurring . 
ſo 1 in the Dirt, then to the Bawdy-houſes and com- 
mon Shops of Leudneſs with her, and ſo to the Pox and 
Beggary, and ſo to Rottenneſs and the Grave, and ſo to 
the Devil — an admirable Journey— 0. 
Now will IJ. with all ſpeed to the Writ-Office, and take a 
-Writ to arreſt my Lady Faddle in an Action of a thou- 
ſand Pound, for breach of Articles; Sir Mannerly was 
by covenant to be in town, and the Marriage to be com- 
pleated four days ago; he is not come, my Daughter is 
debauch' d, my Family diſhonoured, and all by means of 
their breach of Articles: It is not a thouſand Pound can 
make me reparation, I will not abate one Farthing of 
what the Law will give me; And I will alſo have a pluck _ 
with that worthy Gentleman, Mr. Ramble, I will try if 


. _ there beno Law againſt inveigling young Women to Leud- 


neſs and Naughtineſs, *Tis more than break of day; 
Ii go get the Writ and Bailiffs, and ſee it ſervd my 
ſelf in Perſon; before ſhe is up, my Bummers ſhall haue 
her in bed, Sa | [Exit.. 


* 
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8 C'E'NE, Tord Drybone's Houſe. 
Enter the. Lord Drybone. 


Lord. Hr. Get my Coach ready, quickly. [ ſpeaks wit hin- 
How now, what rumbling's that ?—Cz/5, La noiſe within. 


| Enter Ciſs. 
" Ciſs. My Lord, 
Lord Pr. What's the rumbling within? : 
Ciſi. Nothing, my Lord, but my Lady's packing up 
her things to be gone, as you warn'd her laſt night. _ 
Lord Dr. 1 had forgot it; is ſhe ſo capricious — & 
'Pll ſtay her, if it be but to croſs her. of 5 
(Goes our, and re- enters immediately, pulling in Betty 
* Friſque, followed by 4 Porter with a Trunk.) 
Sitrah, ſet down the Trunk. Lo the Porter. 
Betty.” Sirrah, carry down the Trunk. 
Lord Dr. Sirrah, ſet it down, os I'll kick you down 


64 „ 


ſtairs 

Berry. Sirrah, carry it down, or Ill break your neck 
down ſtairs. | | 

Lord Dr. Sirrab, ſtay a while, or I'll run my Sword 
into you: ſince you are ſo humourſome, Gentlewo»' 
man, take your choice, your Trunks ſhall go and you 
ſhall. ſtay, or you ſhall go and your Trunks ſhall ſtay : 
if 1. have not paid dear enough for you to have you be 
mine, I am ſure 1 have bought and paid enough for all 


that is in the. Trunks to diſpoſe of them. 1 1 
"Betty, Well, and I:think. I have paid dear enougb for 1 * \I 

_— things, in enduring all your croſs, jealous, peeviſh |. ⁶ 
umours. | | Wes) 
Lord, Dr. What jealous . Humours ? I love you too . 


„„ ont ln IE / 
Betty, Yes, indeed, you love me very well, not to. let 1 2 
me breathe ſo much as a moutbful of freſh Air once in a p | 
Month, and at home not to enjoy an hour of Quiet. 
Lord Dr. Les, indeed, 1 ſhou'd do wiſely to let you 
take the freſh Air, as you call it; you never go to à Play, 
but you fall in love with 2 young Fellow; you * 
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go to Hide Park, but you are enamour'd with ſome rich 
gilt Coach; you never go to the Exchange, but you have 
violent paſſion for ſome rich Point of forty or fifty Pounds 
value; that the Air is a dear Element to me; your freſh 
Air coſts me all my Earth almoſt. 
- Betry. I fall in love with ſome young Fellow! I deny 
your words; I defy you or any one in England to prove 
the leaſt falſhood in me to you, ſince I have known you: 
. \ and for the gilt Coaches and Points, I haye-no more than 
what is convenient and neceſſary; I am ſure other Wo- 
men coſt other Men twice as much as I coſt you; here 
are ſome that I can name, come to viſit me in a Mora- 
ing, ſometimes with the richeſt Points, and the gloriouſeſt 
Petticoats, would dazzle one's Eyes to ſee em: I am 
ſure the Faces of ſome of em had need of em; their 
4 | Beauties are like thoſe of a Peacock, all in their ſhining 
Tails. | 
Lord Dr. Well, there's none of them ſhould outſhine 
you, if you would be good-humour 0d. 
Betty. I do not know what you call good-humour d; 
7 ö if I had not the patience of a Saint, I am ſure I could not 


bear with your Humours. : 55 
Lord Dr. Well, well, ſay no more, I hate this wrang- 
ling: have you any buſineſs at the Exchange this morn- 
ing? I am ſending George thither, 
Betty. No, not I. | | 
Lord Dy. Prithee give over theſe Frumps and Foole- 
ries ; now I think on'r, that Point you was offer'd for 
bs Pound was a good pennywortb, I'll ſend for it. 
tity. You may and you will, but I'll ha“ none on't. 
Lord Dr. Shall he call at the Jeweller's as he goes by 
for the Locket you had a mind to? © ; 
Berty. What you will; not for me. ALY 
Lord Dr. And well remembred, I will make him bri 
Mr. Drawwell, the Limner along with him; I take it ill 
of him, he has promis'd me to come any time this Fort- 
night, and put: me off from time to time, and yeſterday 
he promis'd to be here this morning ; I will make him 
come and draw thee in-theſe frumpiſh Humours, that thou 
mayſt ſee how ill they become thee. vali 
Betty. He may come if he will, but I won't fit, 


Loc 
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Lord Dr. Nor have any occaſion for the Point or 
the Jewels? 5 | ; 
Betty. No. 5 | 
Lord Dr. Then George may ſpare his labour 
well, good · morrow. gal | 
Betty. Good-morrow. [He offers to go, and ſhe flops him. 
Well, the duce take you, what ails me to C/be clap: 
be ſo fond of nine and fafty ? what have you 3 him on 
done to bewitch me: | theCheek, 
Lord Dr. Ah cokes! TS! | 
Betty, You have given me ſome Loye-potion, I'm 


e. ; p 
Lord Dr. Les, yes, 4ſſa-fetida,—and Garlick. 
Betty. Confeſs, confeſs, could never be thus 
fond, thus R | ; | | , * 
"Berry. Blind! I am perſectly blind! I don't ſee a wrias 
Kle ; you appear a very Boy to me, a very Cupid. wah 
Lord Br. Oh thou notorious wheedling Slut, ſhall I 
ſtill put; up ſuch impudent Abuſes as theſe ? * 
Betty. Les, and be glad of em oo. 
Lord Dr. Well, Age is an Nec e thing, it makes 
one pay dearer for the Lees, the Dregs, the Vinegar of 
Love, than Youth does for the ſweeteſt, briskeſt Juice, of 
the Grape: Well Huſſy, George ſhall go: I will pay 
the Tax you lay upon me; but tis hard a Man ſhould pay 
ſuch deviliſh high Chimney- money, and never have any 
—_ Op nb pai wage wy. 
FEES That's none of my fault, 1. am ſure 1 blow of- 
ten enough. 5 „ e LExeunt. 


S8cENE, De Sweet. 
Enter Sir Mannetly Shallow and Booby. 18 
Sir Man. Well, did one ever ſee, the like 1 what a 

brave place is this London ? it is, as the Song ſays, the 

fineſt City- Town that ever I ſaw in my life. 
Boo... Oh itis a brave place ! “tis not a City, 

great Country, all o Houſes . 

Sir Man. It is, as the Poet ſays, the Habitation of the 


Gods, Hominumque Deumque. h 
a, n "B00. 


"is a 
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Boo. What is that numque umque, an't like your 
Worſhip ? N | 
Sir Man, Hominumque Deumque, Deumque for Deo- 
rumque, that is, of Gods and Men. 3 
Boo. I never heard London call'd numque dumque be- 
fore; *tis a brave thing to be a Schollard ; how chance 
moe Worſhip never came to numque dumque till now, 
ut live in the Country all this while? 
Sir Man, Thou talk'ſt like av Ignoramus; but 1 ſhall 
[OI not trouble my ſelf to inſtruct thee: Well, if I had 
known what a gentile, what a gallant Place London was, 
my honourable Father ſhould not have ſtay'd me in the 
Country, tho he would have married me to the fineſt Gen- 
tlewoman all round about, pro me bis Manour-bouſe, 
his Park, his Fox-dogs, and the beſt Hunting-Nags in 
the Stable : neither Dogs.nor Nags,” no,. nor my Lady. 
Moher, ſhould have perfuaded me to ſtay. | 
- Boo. Both his and her Worſhip were to blame, an't 
© like your Worſhip, for ſtaying your Worſhip, 
Sir Man, For that trick, as ſoon as ever I have mar- 
_ ried the fine. Gentlewoman 1 come to town to marry, for 
. the is but a. Gentlewoman till I bave married her, and 
- then ſhe is a Lady; 1 ſay, as ſoon as ever I have married 
her, 1'11 ay here as long as. I live, and never ga into the 
Country again, _ | 4's pd 
B90. I thought your Worſhip ot by would go int 
the Country to ſell Lubberrown Woods, 
Sir Man. Yes, I do intend-to go into the Country for 
- that; but 1'Ml ſtay here as long as I livre. 
Bor. What a brave life ſhall we live here in this brave 
place, where all the Houſes are as big as your Worſhip's 
Manour, and all'over nothing but Folks ! 

Sir Maz,. Ay, and all-Gentlefolks ! and the civil'ſt 
SGentlefolks that ever I ſaw in my life: I no ſooner came 
* into Town, and” mk'd for an Inm, but at antient grave 
Gentleman, that I'am ſure muft be an Officer in the Mi 
 htia, Mayor of ſome Town, or a Knight, for he had a 
long great linen Scarf, ty'd over croſs his Shoulders, by 
_ © that I thought him a Major, or a Colonei in the Militia ; 

Vut he Had over that a great Silver Chain, like our May- 
enn Chain, by that he ſhould be the Mayor of ſome Tow! 


F 


— 


Mayor . 


my Stirrup in ſpite of my Teeth whilſt 1 lighted - I ne- 
ver ſaw ſuch a civil Perſon ſince I was born: — he made 
do me the honour to accept of a poor Supper with meat 


come without fail. * | 


mp leave of the antient Gentleman, and gone to the Street- 


villy tender'd me a Coach to carry me. 


kept o' purpoſe to compliment Strangers: and ance 
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Boo, May be he is Mayor of a part of this City, an't 
like your Worſhip, for this is too big to have but one 


Sir Man. Ay, but then he had on his Breaſt a great 
round filyer thing, as big as the bottom of our great ſil- 
ver Sugar - diſn, with his Coat of Arms upon it, by that h 
ſnould be ſome London Knight but one of theſe 
three I am ſure he muſt be; and of his own accord be 
came to my very Horſe-ſide, ſhew'd me an Inn, and held 


me ſo aſham'd, that all I could ſay, was to intreat him · tio 


my Inn: and Anthony Booby, do you ſee to find him. 
Boo. I ſpoke to his W ſhip, and be promis'd he would 


Sir Man. See thatithe Mutton-broth have white Bread- 
Sippets in it, and all things be order d handſom, as our 
Cook-maid us'd.. 

Boo. 1 ſhall, an'tlike your Worſhip... 

Sir Man. But this was not all: I had no ſooner taken 


gate, but a Coachman, of his own accord, came, and ei- 


Boob, The Horſes were ſomething lean, an't like your 
Worſhip. 
Sir Aan. I ſuppoſe tis ſome: complimenting Coach, 


of Strangers coming to town, the Horſes might be worn 
out with much complimenting : for I perceive it is the cu- 
ſtom here to compliment Strangers ſo ; for I had no ſoon- 
er thank'd the Coach man, giving him ſome:ching for: his 
- Civility, and preſented my ſervice to his Maſter, but at leaſt 
half a dozen more Complimenting Coaches came up to 
me as hard as they could drive, to proffer their ſervices, 
85% . I believe the Gentry have been told how ready 
your Worſhip is at any time to lend your beſt Team to 
any Neighbour. 
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more, Booby, after 1 had gone a lite way in a great 
broad Street, I turn'd into a Tavern, hard by a Place 
call a Park 3 and juſt as our Park is all Trees, that Pat 
is all Houſes, you cannot ſee ſo far as you can ſpit 
and I askꝰ'd if ch had any Deer in ĩt ; and they told me, 
yes, but not half ſo many as they us d to have; they 
us'd to have the beſt. Deer in all the Town, and ſcarce a 
Veniſon. Paſty was formerly made, that had not the Veni- 
ſon out of their Park: But they ſaid the Park was now quite 
ſpail'd, and the beſt Deer were all gone to the other end 
ol the Town, and thoſe: that ſtay d were poor Naſcal 
Deer, not worth baking 1501 
Bao. I don't wonder they are poor, an't like your 
Worſhip, for 1 did not ſee a bit of Graſs, except ſome 
ſprinklings among the Stones, and a little mouthful here 
and there on the tops of Houſes. ; 
Sir Man. I warrant the Deer here à kind of Goats, and 
climb on Houſes to brouze; I had a great mind to taſte 
'em, and ſpoke for a Paſty ; and they told me the ſtrangeſt 
thing, they ſaid their Rooms were full of cold Paſties, 
ſo big two people might ſleep in one; and that if I had 
a mind to a Doe, they would put me in a Paſty, and put 
d Doe to me. 5 
— Oh ſtrange! and did your Worſhip go into a 
Paſty? i 
Sir Man. No, I'll tell you what happen'd: juſt as I 
-ask'd for the Doe, in comes a couple of young Gentle- 
women, the handſomeſt, fineſt. Gentlewomen that ever 1 
_ ( beheld ; | Mrs. Anne Lackwit, the great Beauty of Lubber- 
town, is nothing to em; and they were all over Lace, 
and had the fineſt, reddeſt Cheeks and Lips, that ever I 
% no ripe Cherry is ſo red; they were ſo red, that 
tte Blood came off the very outſide of their Lips, and as 
I kiss id *em left a redneſs on mine. | 
«Boo. Is't poſſible! I warrant-your Worſhip kiſs'd em 


too 8 you made their Teeth bleed, and that was the 
buſine S. 8 x | £4 
Sir Man. No, no, it was the very Blood of cheix 
Lips, that was dry'd on. | - 


| Beo. Well, I never ſaw the like 


8 
Sit 
— _— 


. » 


* 


Sir Man. No, nor I neither; for 1 bad no ſooner ſa- 


chanc'd to put my Hands in my Pocket, and, as if the 
Devil had been there, my Money was all flown out of 
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luted *em, to ſhew my breeding, but they of their own 
accord took me about the Neck, and kiſs'd me as if the 
had been my Siſters, or as if they had known me theſe 1) 
twenty Years, that I fell fo in love with them, that i my / 1 
conſcience if F had not been engag'd already, I had 
married the handſomeſt of 'em before I came away. 

Boo. Is't poſſible? but did not your Worſhip ask for 
the great Paſty } | V4 
Sir Man. I ſhould ask for Victuals before Gentlewo- 
men, ſhould I 7 that were fine Breeding: No, but they 
of their own accord were fo civil as to invite me up ſtairs 
to a Paſty: and juſt as F was going up with them, I — 


* — a 


my Pocket, I know not how, or whither. 

Boo. Flown out of your Worſhip's Pocket! 

Sir Man. I, flown out o' my Pocket, 
Boo. What of it ſelf! © 

Sir Man. I, of it ſelt. 

Boo, And no body to help it! | 

Sir Man. There was no body near to help it. 

Boo, What all! RN be og 

Sir Man. All but one Six-pence, that was in a cornes 
of my Pocket, 1 é 
Boo. There muſt be Witchcraft in this, and if I was 
you Worſhip, I would make that Six-pence find out all 

e reſt. 1443'S 55 | 

Sir Man. How like a Fool thou talk*ſt ; how can that 
Six-pence find it out, when I could not find it my ſelf, 
tho I look'd up and down in every corner o* th* Houſe ; 
nay, the Gentlewomen were ſo very civil as to help me, 
nay, would have come out to help me look it in the | 
Streets, if I would have let them. : : | 

Boo, Well, this was old Goody Wrinklenoſe's "= 
that lives on the ſide of your Worſhip's Woods by | 
bertown : if I were yur 3 I would write down | 
into the Country and bave her hang d. ” 1 

Sir Man. Nay I am ſure it was the Devil, for I re- 
member as the Gentlewomen were kiſſing me, I felt a 
thing ſcratch in wy Pocket juſt like a Rats. ** 


—— — — — 
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Boo. Nay then it was G Wrinklenoſe, and the De- 
vil has brought her to town before us; if I were your 
"Worſhip I would make her an Example. ; 
Sir Man. Nay I do. intend to trounce her, for this is de- 
monſtration. Well, but now what ſhall I do to find 
my Aunt, my Lady Faddle, for I have loſt my Direc- 
tions; all I can remember is, that ſhe lives in a place they 
call the Pall- Mall: and the Pall-Mall I find, but cannot 
find my Aunt's Houſe : and ſhe is to help me to find out 
my Baronet. Father-indaw, . Sir Thomas Raſh, where 1 
mall find his Daughter, Mrs. Chriſtina, whom I am 
bound in a Bond of 1000 Pounds, with my Aunt, my 
Lady Faddle, to marry four days ago: and my Lady 
Aunt writ me word, that my. Baronet Father. in- aw was 
very for my not coming; and if I did not marry 
Mrs. Chriſtina, and come up to day, he would take the 
Forfeiture of the Bond. 
Enter to them a Porter. 
Boo. See, an't like your Worſhip, here comes the an- 


tient Gentleman that you invited to Supper, that held 


your Horſe; if he be Mayor, of any part of the Town, 


as he looks to be, it may be he can tell hereabout your 
Lady Aunt is. 
. Por, Bud, here are the complimenting People, let me 


get away from them. — 
Sir Man. Hold, worthy Sir, noble Sir, I do not know 
bow to return the great Favours and Honours you were 


pleas'd to confer on me, who am but a Peregrine :: 1 


commanded my Man, Booby to entteat you to accept of a 
ſmall Supper with me, not as a return, for I know you 
have a better Supper at home, but as it were to ſhew how 
much I am oblig'd for all your noble Favours: Now, 
-worthy:. Sir, I make bold to requeſt you to add one Fa- 

vour more to all your paſt Favours, to acquaint me if you 
have any acquaintance with a Lady and Aunt of mine, 
by name Lady Faddle. 


Hor. Well, I: have ply'd here theſe forty Years, and 


never met with ſuch an odd ſort. of a Blade in my lite 
Who is it you ask for? | 
Boo, An, Aunt of his Worſhip's, one Lady Faddle. 
Por. I do not knom her Maſter, I cannot direct . 


— 


Lic 
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Sir Man. This is ſtrange, that no body can tell where 
my Lady Aunt ſhould be. | 

Boo. I think in my Conſcience, an't like your Wor- 
ſhip, I have ask'd aboye a hundred Folks for her, and not 
one knows where ſhe ſhould be; no, nor ſo much as 
knows her Worſhip ; nay, I ask'd all about the Neigh- 
bourhood, and the very Neighbourhood did not fo much 
as know her Worſhip. - 

Por, You muſt not think you are in the Country; Peo- 
ple do not know one another here that live in the ſame 
Street, nay in the ſame Houſe, nay ſometimes that lie in 
the fame Bed together. | 

Sir Man. -Hey day: why 1 know all the Gentry round 
me in the Country, for above twenty Miles. 

Por. Ay, but tis not ſo here.” 

Boo, How do they do not to know one another? do 
they do it on purpoſe ? 

Por, People never mind one another here, unleſs they 
have buſineſs together ; but let them. go as they come, 
and come as they go. 

Sir Man. Hey day! why I know all the Dogs and 
Horſes in the Country that are eminent, whether I have 
any buſineſs with them or no. | 

Por. Ay, but you may be a Dog, or a Horſe, or a 
Man here, no body will mind you, unleſs they have ſome 
concern or other with you. 


Sir Man. Hey-day, I never heard the like ! 
Boo, Nor I in my life. a : 
Sir Man. Then if I ask a thouſand. People for my La- 
dy Aunt, there's no body knows her. *F {> Hp] 
Por. Lou may ask ten thouſand before you meet with 1 
one that knows her. J 1 
Sir Man. Hey day! then I ſhall forfeit my Bond, for 1 i 
ſhall not find her to help me to find Mrs. Chriſtina before | 1 
he Sun is ſet; What ſhall I do? "at 
Boo, Your Worſhip can prove you were come to town, | bo 


and ſo if you cannot find em, the fault is none of your 
Worſhip's. 


| 1 
Sir Man, Ay, but I did not think I could not find em, 1 
and ſo there is no ſuch Clauſe in the Bond; for I am bound iN 
marry Mrs, Chriſtina whether I can find her or uo. 


Boo. | 1 


— 
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Boo. Then I'll tell you what your Worſhip ſhall do; 


ſend fora Vicar, and ſay over your Worſhip's part, and then 


you can proye you haye done- all that belongs to your 
Worſhip. 77 | | 

'Sir Man. I ſwear that's very well thought of ; for now 
I think on't, I ſeal'd and deliver'd the Bond in the Coun- 
try to my Baronet Father-in-law's uſe, without his bein 
9 or ever ſeeing of him in my life: ſo I will ſen 
or a Parſon, and marry my ſelf to one of you two, for 
Mrs. Chriſtina's uſe, and this will be as good in Law as 
if ſhe were peed . _ | 

Boo, Right for if the Marriage be not good, then bow 


is the Bond, ſince they are boch made afier the fame manner. 


6 


Sir Man. Right. 8 
Por. Do theſe Men jeſt, or are they as errant Fools as 


2 ſeem ? I believe they are Fools; for I never heard 


a deal of ſimple and complimenting, as I have 
had with them to day, ſince I was born. 150 
Sir Man. I ſwear this was the beſt thing that ever was 
thought on: now do not I care whether I find my Aunt 
or no. EA 2 
Boo. This old Gentleman's Worſhip having been with | 
you ever ſince your coming to town, your Worſhip had 
eſt ask his Worſhip to be a Witneſs, and ſee you mar- 1 
ried to me. 15 1 
Sir Man. I can have no better Witneſs, for he can ; 
prove all: Noble and obliging Sir. . 
Por. Now he falls a complimenting again; I wonder 
he ſtaid ſo long from it: I would the Devil had his Com- 
2 he has made my Head ake:— Hold, hold, Ma- J 
er, ſpare me for Heaven's ſake; I remember my Lady) 
Faddle, ſhe once ſent me of an Errand ; your Compli- 
ments buzzled me, and put it out of my Head: I know 
where ſhe lives, I'll lead you to her Houſe. 
Sir Man. Oh, Sir, what Favours do you confer upon 
me; Bur, Sir, you ſhall not go a- foot: Booby, fetch 
my Horſes, 3 
Por. Horſes ! my Feet are my Pad-nags, 
Sir Man. Oh, Sir, you will (well your high Obligations 
to ſuch a 


Por. 


Por, 
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Por. Swell my Thighs with hobbling ! no, no, hob- 
bling is my Trade. 

Sir Man. Well to Cumberland commend me for Gen- 


tility, | | 


But to London for good Breeding and Ciyility. [Ex. 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. De Kreer. 
Enter Sir Mannerly, Booby, and Porter. 


11... 


[ He knocks. 
Sir Man. Oh, Sir, why do you condeſcend to give 


Por. O OK: you, Sir, you are now at the Door ! 


your ſelf the trouble of knocking ? 


Enter à Servant. 

Por, Is my Lady Faddle within? 

Ser. Who would ſpeak with her? 

Boob, Her Nephew's Worſhip, Sir Mannerly Shallow, 
and I, are come to town, tell her, a os 

Sir Man, Preſume to ſpeak before me? where's your 
Manners ? Sie, I am her humble Servant, Nephew, and 
Baronet, Sir Mannerly Shallow, | 

Ser, Oh dear, Sir, are you Sir Mannerly Shallow ? 
my Lady expected you this Morning early; ſhe will be 


mighty glad you are come: ſhe is within, pleaſe to walk 


in, Sir, whilſt I run in and acquaint her of your coming? 
£74 K [Exit Servant. 

Sir Man. This is good Juck ! Noble Sir, 1 beſeech 
you honour me ſo far, as to walk in with me. 

Por. Oh, Maſter, what do you mean ? 

Sir Man. I beſeech you, Sir. 

Boo. Come, pray your Worſhip walk in. 

Por. What do theſe People mean? 

Sir Man. Nay, but Sir, I am to be married to-night, 
and I ſwear 1 will not marry if you will not grace m 
Nuptials with your preſence ; therefore, Sir, if your At- 
fairs call you away, yet promiſe me, on your Honour, 
that the Joys of my Marriage, ſhall be encreas'd with the 
happineſs of your Company; your Preſence will be the 
principal Diſh at my Feaſt. : | 


Por. 
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Por. He means to diſh me up: Well, Maſter, if you 
want any body to wait, and 80 of Errands, 1 l promiſe 

you I'll come. 

Sir Man. Your moſt humble Servant, I will. not reſt 
till I requite your Civilities. 

Por. What odd kind of contriy'd Men are theſe ? 

Exit Porter. 


Sir May. Booby, do you carry your ſelf well now be- 
fore my Lady Aunt, and T3 not diſparage me ; obſerye 


U \ what I do, and then you'll do finely. [Exennt, 


SCENE, The Lady Faddle's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Faddle, Bridget, and Servant. 


La. Fad, My Nephew come; this is good News, where 
is he? introduce him {| — [Exit Ser, 
Enter Sir Mannerly and Booby. 

Sweet Nephew, [She ” forward to ſalute him, he till 

, and compliments, 

Sir Man, e Aunt! The extreme Joys and 

| Felicities of your Society, which a long Parentheſis of 

Time has interrupted, but now Time, as it were pe- 

niten. ann Cstill Puns back, 
| La. Fad. Why doſt not falute me, Nephew } 

Sir Man. Yes, Madam, as ſoon as ever 1 have done 

my Compliments. 
La. Fad. Oh, thou ſhouldit ſalute the firſt thing thou 


Sir Man, Yes Madam, but a Salute a kind of a 

Preſent, or rather Tribute to a Lady as one would 
not preſent an empty Putſe for Tribute to 3 Princeſs, ſo 

| neither an empty Mouth to a Lady, but as full of rich and 
golden Compliments as it could hold. 

La. Pad. This is witty to extremity, I ſwear; falute 
me, that I may be at leiſure to praiſe thee. 

Sir Man, Your moſt humble Servant, Aunt, 


{He ſalutes her . 
Boo. Your Worſhip's moſt bumble . —— 


[Offers to ſalute Lady Faddle. 
Sir Man. How now, Saucebox, kiſs my Aunt ? 


1 
4 
f 


bes 
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* Did not your Worſhip bid me obſerve what you hy, 


Sir Man. Did I bid you kiſs Ladies of Quality? 

La. Fad, Whar rud? Fellows this ? mn | 

Sir Man, Forgive him Aunt—'tis bis want of breeding. 

La, Fad. Well, Bridget. | 

Bridg. Madam ? | 

La. Fad. Bid Jahn run with all ſpeed to Sir Thomas | 
Raſh, and acquaint him my Nephew is come, and run to 19 
my Milleners for my Gloves and Eſſences, and run to tbe 
Exchange, and run to my Coach-maker's for my new 
Harneſs, and run for my new Tower, and run 

Bridg. I ſhall run, Madam, to bid him run, or other- 
= the poor Fellow will be made to run all over the 

Own. | 

La. Fad. Well, Nephew, thou wilt enjoy to-night a 
delicate Lady ; I have ſo exalted thee to her with exube- 
rant Praiſes, chat it will require a great expence of Wit 
and Breeding, to. maintain the glorious Character I have 
given thee : Come, give me an account how thou hat 
ſpent thy time: how, haſt thou improv'd thoſe Docu- 
ments, and Rudimenis of good Breeding, which I inſtill'd 
into thee ? 14 

Sir Man. Oh Madam, I bave improv'd every Docu- 
ment, not a ſlip of a Rudiment your Lady ſhip ſer, but *" . 
grown up to a Flower. Indeed, my Father did all he 
could to ſpoil me; he would let me read nothing in bis 
Life-time but Law-Books, Coke «pon Littleton, and , _. 
Books of Reports, and Fudges Reports, and I read 4 . 
ports and Reports ſo lang, till it was reported I was a 
Fell,. N 7 

Boo. Ay, but you Worſhip now reads Comedy Books, . 
and Prodigy Books. | | 

Sir Man. Tragedy Books thou meaneſt, ay, and Songs, 
and Verſes, and Drolleries, Covent Garden Drollery, 
Weſtminſter Drollery, and Windſor Drollery. 

La. Fad. Very well, this is as to the accongpliſhment 
of the Mind; but now to the external Ornaments of the 


Body, as Dancing, Singing. 
Sir Man. Ob. hte had 


Maſters, and rr 
2. 


Dancing - Maſters, Fencing- 
La. 


{\ 
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La. Fad, Ay, thoſe Maſters muſt make thee fit to be 
a Servant to Ladies. | 
Sir Man, I can dance Corantoes and Jigs, and Sara- 
bands, | 
Boo. And Hornpipes, | 
La. Fad, Canſt thou riſe well? 
Sir Man, In a Morning, Madam ? 4 
Boo, His Worſhip gets up by break of day. | 
La, Fad. No, riſe high in Dancing ; if you will riſe 
high in Ladies Fayours here, you — 
cing, that is to ſay, dance loftily. 
Sir Man. Oh, I can dance very loſtily. 


Boo, The Country ſays, his Worſhip carries himſelf 


too loftily. „ %% en ; 
La. Fad. Make an Eſſay of a lofty Dance. 
| [Sir Mannerly ſings and jumps. 


* Very graceful, I ſwear, and very lofty. 


Boe, Oh, his Worſhip will jump like any Jack-daw, 
that has but one Wing cut. | ei 0 | 

Sir Man. Jack-daw, Sirrah ! don't you make ſuch ſau- 

Compariſons. Vi | 

La. Fad, Well, Nephew, thou wilt kill a great many 
Ladies this Winter, thoſe Heels will advance thee, thou 
wilt jump into Preferment ; 1 ſee a witty Man is good for 
any thing; one would wonder thou ſhouldſt jump fo high, 
wich ſuch a weighty Brain in thy Head, | 
Boo. As heavy as a Pail of Milk. 4 
La. Fad. Thou art ingenious at both ends, both thy 


Head and thy Heels; it's rare for one to be witty, more 
| than at one end; Well Nephew, thou wilt dance away 


all thy Country Fleſh this Winter; thy Heels will be in- 
Vited to ſhew their Parts to dance, in every fine Entry, in 
the Masks and Plays, and — | 
Sir Man, Why do they dance in Entries bere ? we 
dance in the Country in our Halls and Dining-Rooms, 
becauſe the Entries are too narrow. | 
L. E ad. Oh fy, thou doſt not underſtand the terms of 
thy own Art yet; to dance in an Entry, that is to ſay, in 
an Entry, an Entry of any thing. 
Sir Mar», Of Freeſtone or Brick: | 
Bo. Your Worſhip's are all Freeſtone. 


La. 
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La. Fad. No, no, fy, fy, expert in the Science, and 
ignorant in the Terms; in an Entry of Shepherds, or 

ods and Goddeſſes. a 

Sir Man. I can dance in an Entry in England. 

La. Fad. Strange, that thou ſhouldſt not apprehend 
me; but to let that paſs well, but how is thy nging ? 

Boo. Oh, his Worſhip out-ſings all our Pariſh, at 
Church the Clerk is aſham'd to ſet the Pſalm before him. 
Sir Man. Sing a Pſalm, I have ſung my Part in Reci- 
zativo (as they call it) I had a Recitativo acted at my 
own Houſe z and I ated in it, and ſung; I was London, 
or Auguſta, and I had a high-crown'd Hat, to ſignify 
Paul's Steeple, and 1 had one acted the River Thames ; 
I had a great Noſe made on purpoſe to ſignify London- 
Bridge, and the River Thames ſwam under my Noſe: 1 
bave my Noſe in my Portmantua, if I had it on, you 
ſhould ſee Booby and I would act. 

La. Fad. Then thou canſt aft, Nephew. 

Boob, And ſo can I too. - 

Sir Man. Oh, I have all the new Comedy Books, and 
Tragedy Books, ſent me as faſt as ever they are made; 


ob, I love them that huff the Gods, they make no more 


of a God, than we do of a Conſtable, 
= Your Worſkip and I afted a Tragedy Book, you 
OW. 
Sir Man, Yes, and I was an Hero, and I remember 
two of the braveſt Lines: 
If ſaucy Jove, my Enemy appears, | . 
TH pall him out o Heaven by the Ears. 


There's ramping for you. 
La. Fad. 12 57 Jove, that's very great, that took 
mightily here, | 


Boo. Oh that Rum-dum, Derry-dum z oh, but the two 
knocking Verſes, an't like your Worſhip, - 

Sir Man. Oh, ay, you muſt know, my Part, Aunt, 
Was to beat an Army; and ſo when 1 had beaten an Ar- 
my, and two Armies more that came to their relief, and 
won four Kingdoms in three Hours, I cry'd, Let me ſee, 
it's a little out of my Head; I cry'd, Il, I'll, Booby 
thou canſt jbiok of it. | 


— 
0 N 
: - a - _ = of = . . 
— * 
4 . — 1 
— = 2 ll, -- » 
— — — - « « a >, 2 ad FAA 
U. =_ — — 2 * - 
2 — +.” -—_ 
— = 


EEE  wPrommrm ord won  - 8 


8 


— * 
— 

— 22 

% _ 


as 
CI 
n 
"> — 
— 3 A 
. —˙ WW ae 


- 
. 
— 2 4 
— m—_— 


66. ._..... TOC RH. 

. Boo, O yes, an't like your Worſhip, I can remember 
it perfectly; I'll, I'll, mackings I ha' forgot it, I ha? dropt 
it upon the Road ſome where. | 

Sir Man, What a Noddle haſt thou, thou actedſt with me. 
Boo. Ay, but your Worſhip kill'd me before you ſpoke 
the Speech : the Butler, the Ploughman, and 1, were the 

Army. | 8 25 
| Si Man, I did not kill thee in earneſt, did I ? Let 
me ſee, Il, | | 
Boo. Oh, now I remember, ſingle, it begins with 
ſingle. | 

Sir Man. Ob, ſinzle, ſingle, it begins with ſingle. 
My ſingle Sword both Men and Gods ſhall maul, 
Oh but the next is the braveſt ; Ny * 
Iwill kill all the World, nay more than all. 
Boo. There's your Rowzers. 
Sir Man. There's your Thumpers. | 
La. Fad. Ob, they have a brave ingenious way of wri- 
ting noW. eg ad PX 8 
Sir Man. Oh, but then the fine tender things that 
would make one cry; you muſt know, Aunt, my Part, 
was to be in love with my Dairy-maid, and her name 
was Celemena, and mine was Philaſſer, and I cry'd, 
How does my faireſt Celemena do? 
. And ſhe cry'd, Thank you my dear Philaſter, how do you ? 
La. Fad. Very natural and ſoft. | h 
Boo. Oh, the Dairy-maid is yery ſoft. 
Sir Man. Oh, but then the two next are tender. 
I cry'd, Gs 


1 2» _ Does my Sweetheart me any kindneſs bear? 
And ſhe cry'd, 1 love you dearly now, I vow and ſwear. 
La. Fad. Very tender. 
Boo. Oh, Mary is a very tender good-natur'd Maid, 
Sir Man. Tender as an over-boil'd Chick. | 
La. Fad, Very wiitily comparifon'd ; the Senſe is ready 
to drop in pieces, tis very fit for Women's weak Sto- 
machs. | wr 3 
See Man. Oh, but when my Maid and I came to die, 
| don't know why we were to die, but we dy'd mighty 
- |} mournfully ; and then I having learnt to ſing, I groan'd 
ſo muſically, I dy'd in effaut flat, Ob, cry'd 1! 
La. Fad, Oh, that was ſweet, | Sir 
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Sir Man. Oh, but then the Similies, 1 love the Similies 
dearly, to ſee two Heroes, or two Armies go to it, as for- 
merly with Sword and Buckler, ſo now with Sword and 
Simile, Sitnile and Sword; Hack-flaſh, - Slaſh-back, for 
you muſt know, a Simile ſerves inſtead of a Buckler ; for 
if a Man be ready to ſtrike another, if Yother up's with a 
Simile, he can't ſtrike till the Simile's gone. 

La, Fad, Oh, they have a fine way, | 

Sir Man. Ay, and then they have ſuch plenty of Simi- 
lies, you ſha!l haye a Play tuck as full of Similies, as a 
Country Garden of Flowers, you may gather Poſies of 
Similies. =, | 

La. Fad. Wiitily ſaid again, ftuck full of Similies, and 
Poſies of Similies : 1 ſwear, thy Head is as full of Simi- 
lies, as the Plays are. | 

Sir Man. Oh Sir, a witty Man's Head is a Simile-bed, 
and breedsSimilies as faſt as an Oyſter-bed breeds Oyſters, 

La. Fad, Witty again, he has ſtrange Parts. 

Sir Man, And then they have the fineſt, odd, out of the 
way Similies, Similies that are moſt commonly no Si- 
milies at all; as now, ſpeaking of a Lady's bright Eyes, 
ſays one, £ F 

How do the nimble Glories of her Fye, 6. 
Frisk, and curvet, and ſwiſtly gallop by. 


There's a fine Compariſon, to compare a Lady's Eye to 
a Horſe. | i 


Lz. Fad, Ay, and Nimble is a fine odd, out of the” 


way Epithet for Glories, Nimble Glories. Well, dear 
Chuck, how cam'ſt thou by all this admirable, and as 1 
may ſay, Nimble Knowledye. | "a 

Sir Man. You muſt know, I had a couple of gallant 
genteel Blades lay at my Houſe, that were great Men in 
London, here they are call'd Critwiques, and they \aught 
me the fineſt things. 5 Jo 

La, Fad. Oh, the Criticks are great Men indeed, they 
make Poets as *fraid of them, as a Lion is of a Cock. 

Sir Man, Some ſay that is not at all. 

La. Fad. An old Lion it may be, is not, nor an old 
Poet of a Critick, but your new Poets are ſo afraid of 


them, that if a Critick crows, they are ready to faint 
away. 


* 
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68 The Country Wit. 
F< waa It: poſſible? could not one buy a Critick's 
Boo. Pray your Worſhip do, and let me be your Clerk. 
La. Fad. Buy, alas thou may'ſt judge and critick for 
thy Half-crowo, as much as thou wilt. 
Sir May, Thar's a pitiful Place, if one can buy it for 
half a Crown. | 
Boo, Oh, but the Clerk may get Money tho, 
Lz. Fad. 'Tis not Money, but Wit makes a Man a 

Critick. | 

Sir Man, Then I am a Critick already. 
Boo. Oh brave, then I ama Clerk. 

La. Fad. Web, dear Fleſh and Blood o' mine, let me 
embrace thee, that I may ſay I have my Arm full of 
| Wit ; thou art a Bridegroom fgr a Princeſs ; how wilt thou 
| hanour my Education > Well, baſt thou brought up any 
; Clothes to be married in ? | 
Sir Man. My Portmanteau full. 

La. Fad. Go and adorn thy ſelf with all ſpeed, whilſt 
1 prepare for the ſame Affair, for I am to be married as 
well as thy ſelf. 
Sir Man. Is poſbble ? 

Euter Bridget. 

Bridę. Andrew, Madam, has been at Sir Thomas Raſh's, 
and ean hear no Tidings, neither of Sir Thomas, nor Ma- 
dam Chriſtina : Madam Chriſtina lay out all night, and 
is not come home ſince 3, Sir Thomas is gone ſomewhere 
in a great combuſtion, and the Servants can give no ac- 
count of either of em. | 
La. Fad, That's ſtrange ! Oh, Pl] warrant you, they'll 
be heard on: Nepbew, go and dreſs thy ſelf ; mean while 
v' Rep to the Exchange for ſome things I want, and after 
that, 1'll go over and invite Betty Friſque to my Wed- 
ding,. I have much kindneſs for that poor Creature. 

Sir Man. So you ſee, Madam, 

I bring to town a Mind and Wit in Faſhion, 

And doubt not but to grace your Education. 


— 
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The SCE NE changes to the Street. 


Enter Ramble, 


Ramb. Into what a villanous Trap am 1 fall'n, dull 
Rogue that I was, not to know Iſabella's Voice: where 
were my Ears, my Senſes ? they were all in my Pocket, 
I was tickled with my raviſhing Expectations, into a per- 
fect Numbneſs to death, now am I diſcover'd in all my 
Rogueries and Intrigues, and Falſhoods; and muſt never 
hope to enjoy the ſweet Pleaſure of Lying and Forſwear- 
ing any more. I muſt now either repent, and become 
a down-right plodding Lover to Chriſlina, or in plain 
Terms loſe her: I muſt either forſake all the World for 
her, or her for all the World: Well, if I do forſake her, 
ſhe has this to boaſt, I do not forſake her for any one 
Woman, 1 forſake her for ten thouſand, But what do 
I talk of forſaking her, will not ſhe forſake me after this 
Diſcovery ? and beſides her own Anger, will not Sir Tho- 
mas compel her? for he is horribly provok'd againſt me, 
whatever the matter is. Well, 1 cannot bear the loſs of 
Mrs. Chriſtina, 1 had rather endure Marriage with her, 
than enjoy any other Woman at pleaſure. —I muſt and 
will repent and reform; and now ſhould an Angel ap- 
pear in female ſhape, he ſhould not tempt me to revolt 
any more. 5 | ; 

FIGS - + Enter Merry. 
Oh, Merry, I am ruin'd. | 

Mer. Ob, Sir, you are a happy Man, I have not time 
to ask you the ſucceſs of your laſt Adventure, 1 am fo 
tranſported with the pleaſure of the preſent 3 cannot you 
limn, Sir ? W | 

Ramb. Limn, what doſt thou mean ? 

Mer” Why limn, Sir, draw Pictures in little. 

Ramb, I draw Pictures * 

Mer. Yes, Sir, you can, Sir. 

Ramb. But I cannot, Sir. 

Mer. But you can, Sir, you can limn, and you muſt 
limo, and you ſhall limn, Sir. Coming along by CH- 
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70 The Country Mit. 
ring-Croſs, who ſhould it be my Fortune to meet with, 
but Mr. Drawwell the Limner, going in all haſte to my 
Lord Drybone's, to draw Mrs. Friſque's Picture and 
what comes into my Head, Sir, but to beg of him to 
write an Apology for not coming, and ſend you with it, 
to perform the Work in his ſtead ; and to prevail with 
him, 1 promis'd him the gain of the Picture, without the 
trouble, | 

Ramb. Thou haſt undone me, ſeduc'd me from the, 
ways of Virtue and Conſtancy, juſt as I was entring into 


em; I am not able to reſiſt the Temptation of this Plot: 


but how ſhall I manage it ? for I can no more make the 
Picture of a. Face, than I can make a Face; I have not ſo 
much skill as a Man may learn out of the Compleat Gen- 
_ and other elaborate Pieces that teach that Fa- 
ty. | 
Mer. No, Sic ! Did not I hear you the other day in a 
Mercer's Shop, promiſe his Wife her Picture, in the pre- 
ſence of ſeyeral Ladies, and the good Man ſcrap'd you 
many Legs, to expres his extraordinary ſenſe of ſo great 
a Favour, and (aid he would wait upon you, with his 
Wife, at your Chamber. | e 
Ramb. Thau ſay'ſt rigbt: glowing with extreme Appe- 
tite to her, my Tongue and Brain over-heated with Mo- 


- tion, in the Stream and Whirlpool of Thougbt and Bab- 


ble, I very im invited her to ſit to me for her 
Picture, and the fooliſh Cuckold her Husband did ac- 
cordingiy bring her, and leaye her with me ; where, 
when 1 had ſqueez d his Orange, I gave him che Rin 
again; and requited him with the ſhadow of it, drawn 
by one that could perform it. 

Mer. Can you not draw then, Sir, what (hall we do: 
ur Plot is ſpail'd, | 

Ramb. Not at all, Sir, I can draw well enough for my 
purpoſe, by this Plot I may draw herjas I did the Mer- 
cer's Wife; that is, I may draw her to my Chamber, 
that's enough. | 

Mer. That's very well thought on, and to continue the 
Quibble, this Plot will give you a colour to viſit her. 

Ramb. Well quibbled again, where's the Apology, is 
that as witty 2. F* 
er. 


Mer, A good, honeſt, plain, Country A 


71 
(Gives him a Letter. il 
Ramb, Come along, Merry, thou muſt help in this 1 { 
Buſineſs : Well, tmuſt turn thee away, before thy wick- - i 
ed Counſels have undone me. 

Mer, Indeed, Sir, it is ill done of me, but it is done 
out of pure pity, like a good-natur'd Nurſe, that cannoet 
forbear giving a feyeriſh Creature, that is ready to die of [= We 
thirſt, what Drink they craye ; I cannot for my life hear vt 
you groan after a Wench night and day ſo pitifully, and 1 
not help you. TExeunt. i 
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The $SCE NE, A Chamber. 
Enter Lord Drybone and Betty Friſque. 


Lord Dry. Go, go, Huſſy, you are an unkind naugh- 
ty Girl, to make me pay thus dear for every Smile and 
Smirk I get from you; I dare ſafely ſay, not a Dimple 
you make when you ſmile, that does not coſt me, one 
with another, forty Pound a Dimple. 
Betty. Tis your own Fault, my dear Lord, you will 
be chiding o' one, and quarrelling with one. 
Lord Dr. Chiding o' one, and quarrelling with one; 
ay, and 1 had better quarrel on: I am a Fool to buy Peace 
ſo dear, conſidering what a poor Trade I haye, and how 
little I get by it. 
Betty. People that cannot barter Commodity for Com- 
modity, muſt ſend Money in ſpecie; you know they do it 
all the World over. f 
Lord Dry. But that's a very ruinous Trade, one had ©} 
better war with ſuch a Country, and forbid all Traffick EY. 
with it, my dear Frisky. 1 
Betty. Ay, if one can live without it, my dear Lord, 
ou, | 
7 Lord Dr. Come, no more of this, prepare to fit : Mr. 
Drawwell's a-coming ; I am glad you like your Point and 
Jewel, it puts you in good Humour, and makes you the 
fitter to fit, 


Enter 
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Enter Cils. | 


Ciſs. There's one below from Mr. Drawwell, deſires to 


ſpeak with your Lordſhip. | 1 | 
Lord Dry. How! has he fail'd me again? what an 
unwortby Fellow it is, he ſhall never draw it now, tho 
he will do it for nothing, # 
| Betty. May be he has not fail'd you, my Lord; ſend for 
the Man up, and know his Meſſage. - 7 
Lord Dry. Let the Man come up : [Exit Cifs. 
"Theſe ſort of Fellows, if they grow any thing famous, 
bon grow ſo ſaucy with it, that they are not to be en- 
ured, - 
Enter Ramble diſguiſed - 
Ramb. I come from Mr. Drawwell, my Lord—he ſends 
this Letter by me to your Lordſhip. [Gives him a Letter 
[Lord Drybone opens the Letter and reads. 


My Noble Lord. Fortune maliciouſly, juſt as I was 
upon the Tay a-coming,—I have, by much importu- 
nacy, obtain'd the extraordinary kindneſs of this Gen- 
tleman, to come in my room, one of the firſt Men in the 
World, formerly my Scholar; have a care (1 
beſeech your Lordſhip) not to ſpeak to him of any Re- 
compence, for he is a Gentleman of Quality, and araws 
only for his own Divertiſement. ; 


Your Lordſhip's Humble Servant, . 
DRAWWELTL T 


Betty. This Gentleman come to draw my Picture? 1 
know him, I love him for this piece of Ingenuity, 1 925 
| | Laſide. 
Lord Dry. Sir, this is a great Favour, indeed, I will 
aſſure you, Sir, I take it for a great Honour; ſee, Sir, 
this is the Perſon whom I recommend to your Skill, 
* at [Ramble ſalutes her. 
Betty. Ireceive this Fayour with a great deal of Satiſ- 
faction, this is an Honour beyond Expectation, 1 could 
not hope for ſuch an illuſtrious Limner. | 
*  Ramb, If 1 had no Skill at all, fo beautiful a Perſon 
would inſpire me. 


Betty. 
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Betty. Oh Sir, I rather need all the Favour your Pen- 
cil can afford; your excellent Skill muſt hide the Faults | - 
and Defects of Nature. | : 


Ramb, Nature, Madam, has not committed one, the P. 


Pencil muſt for ever deſpair of. f 

Lord Dry. Come, enough of this, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
let alone theſe Compliments, and to your buſineſs ; this 
is not at all to the purpoſe. a 

Betty. If your Pencil, Sir, flatters as much as your 
Tongue, the Picture you will draw will not at all re- F 
ſemble me. | 

Ramb. Heaven that made the Original, has taken a- 
way all means of Flattery. £ 

Betty. Heaven that made 

Lord Dry: I fay 1 will have no more Compliments, 
come, Sir, if you pleaſe, begin your Work. N 

Ramb. I am ready, | 

[Pulls out his Pencils, Colours, and Palate. 

Betty. Where ſhall I place my ſelf, Sir? 

Ramb. Here, Madam, this Place receives the Light 
beſt of any we ſhall find. 0/41 4 

Betty. Do I fit right? £ [She ſits. 

Ramb. Indifferent, Madam; a little more upright if 
you pleaſe, a little more this way, your Body turn'd thus; 
lift up your Head, that the Beauty of your Neck may ap- 
pear your Breaſt bare, thus. {Goes and feels 
very well, a little more—more yet her Breaſts. 

Lord Dry. What a pudder is here? I do not like all 
this, cannot you fit as you ſhould ? | 

Betty. This is all new-to me, I never ſat before 3 *tis 
the Gentleman's buſineſs to place me, let bing ſet me how 
he will. | 

Ramb, You fit admirable well, Madam, keep your 
ſelf thus, LEY 

Lord Dry. So, Sir, pray to your Seat. 

Ramb, A little more towards me, Madam, your Eyes 
always on me; I beſeech you Madam, your Looks fix'd 
on me. 1, | 

Berty. Now Sir, pray do not flatter me, I am none of 7 
thoſe Women, who, it Pictures be but handſome, they 
care not whether they be like or no; one fine handſome 

G Picture. 
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74 The Country Wit. 
Picture might ſerve em all; for all demand the fame 


things, fine Features, and delicate Complexion: for my 


part I deſire no Charity at all, let my Picture be but like 
and I deſire no more. 


Ramb.: You are ſo rich in Beauty, that the pencil can 
add nothing to you, it may poſſibly detract, it cannot 


flatter: Ah, what ſweetneſs is there! what Charms ! 1 


undertake a bold Work to repreſent thoſe Perfections. 

* 45 [Taiks and paints. 
I remember a Story of Apelles : Apelles once drew the 
Picture of a Miſtreſs of Alexander the Great; and as he 
was painting her, fell ſo paſhonately in love with her, 
that he was ready to die. Alexander, out of pure Gene- 
roſity, beſtowed her upon him: I could do as Apelles 
did ; but ay, my Lord, I am afraid your Lordſhip will 
not prove an Alexander the Great. 

Lord Dry. Come, Sir, 1 pray proceed in your Paint- 
ing, we have neither of us any buſineſs with Alexander 
the Great, that I know of. 

Ramb.. If Alexander the Great were by, he ſhould not 
hinder me from faying, I never ſaw any thing ſo charm- 


Lord Dry, Sir, in plain Terms, you talk too much in 
my Opinion, and do not at all mind your Pencil. 

' Ramb, My Lord, on the contrary, I diſcourſe out of 
regard to my Pencil; to quicken the Spirits, and put a 
Briskneſs and Gaiety in the Face. 

Enter Merry running, dreſt like an Attorney, with a green 

Bag under his Arm. 

Lord Dry. How now, what would this Fellow have: 
who let bim in without my acquaintance ? 

Merry. I beg your Lordſhip's pardon for my rude preſ- 
ſingin; I am unknow n to your Lordſhip, but I have bu- 
ſineſs of extraordinary concern to your Lordſhip, which 
I muſt acquaint you of with all ſpeed. 

Lord Dry, Buſineſs of extraordinary concern to me, 
what is it? a 

Mer. I muſt impart it to your Lordſhip in private. 

Lord Dr. We are private enough here. I won't go 
out of the Room, for I don'tlike this Picture-drawer. 

[A de. 
Mer. 


ter 


A, 
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Mer. Look you, my Lord; C Draws him aſide, and 
ay, this is it; no, this is not it; 3 555 and produces 
ay, this is it, no, no, ay, now C ſeveral long Scrotuls. 
I come to it. 
[Ramble farts from his ſeat, and falls on his Knees 
before Betty, watching Lord Drybone fill. | 

L. Dry. I would thou wert come to it once. 

Ramb. Oh, charming Creature, if you have any pity 
in your Soul, ſave the life of a poor languiſhing Lover, 
that has been dying for you theſe two Months; I have 
expreſſed my Love to you by Signs, and you have re- 
garded them, and now I have ſtudied this way, to tell 
you in a more intelligible manner, how much I love, ad- 
mire, adore you, above all the Creatures of the World, 
above all I can expreſs, and ſhall as long as I live; but 
that life will not exceed this minute, if you put me not 
inſtantly out of deſpair, 

Betty. I know you, Sir, I have obferv'd you (I con- 
fels) and do farther acknowledge, your Love is not un- P. 
pleaſing to me, but it is impoſlible for me to give you any - 
ſatis faction. 1 ä 

Ramb, If you ſay the word, it is and ſhall be poſſible, 
nay it ſhall be impoſſible to hinder ie. | 

Betty. But, Sir, I am a cloſe Priſoner, and cannot fiir 
out to ſave my owa life, and much leſs your's. 

Aha, Now you ſpeak unkindly, for 1 have ſeen you 
a . R | 

Betty. It may be ſo, but like a Priſoner in the King's 
Bench, never without my Keeper. 

Ramb, You can ſhake off your Keeper, if you pleaſe, 

Betty, My Lord and 1 now are upon pretty good "0 
terms ; where do you lodge ? 1 

Ramb. At the Brazier's in the Mall. | i 

Betty, Be within about two in the Afternoon, 

Ramb, Divine Creature. | 5 
Betty. But hope for nothing but a Viſit, for there will 
be more words to a bargain than theſez I will haye a 
farther tryal of Love, and I will have a better Love than 

perhaps you intend. 


Ramb. Oh, heavenly Creature, you ſhall have as much 
as you can hold. 
G2 | L. Dry. 
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1 L. 72 How now, Mr. Painter, what are you doing 
there 
MM Is this a Mole, Madam, or a little ſpeck of 
re | 
I. Dry. A Mole, Madam, T'gad, this ſame Picture - 
drawer, | A . 
Mer. Now my Lord, if the Conyeighances be drawn 


L. Dry. Prithee ha“ done with thy Conveighances, for 
I do not underſtand one word thou fay't, 
Mer. No, my Lord, look you, I'll make it plain. 
L. Dry. Well, if thou mak'ſt it never ſo plain, what 
is all this to me 2 | 
Mer. Not to you, Lord, why are not you m 
Lord Bu'k ? 2 3 8 f | 
L. Dry. No, nor my Lord Doe neither. 
Mer, What a Raſcal was the Porter, to tell me this | 
was the Lord Buck's. | | 
L. Dry. What a Raſcal was you, Sirrah, to come to | 
trouble me ? [Exit Merry. 
Betty. Be gone, my Lord's jealous, and grows into 
Choler; if he grows out of humour, our Plot's 


ſpoil'd. [0 Ramble. 
Ramb. Well, Madam, enough for once. 
L. Dry. Yes Sir, and 100 much. I 
' Ramb. To morrow I will wait on you again. — t 
L. Dry. I ſhall defire your pardon, you have done e- 
nough, too much at this time, to come here any more, | 
Betty. How, no more; what, ſhall he not finiſh my 8 


Picture? | 

L. Dry. You mean my Pitture, tis you that fir, but 
tis my Picture that muſt be drawn, and in an ugly 
ſhape too. 


bj 
u 
Enter Lady Faddle. d 
La. Fad; How now, what is this noiſe ?. fy, my Lord e 
Drybone, out upon thee, wilt thou never let this poor 
Creature have any reſt? I ſwear, I wonder ſhe will tl 
live with thee ; what's the matter, Frisky ? 

Betty. Here's a noble Gentleman has done me the 
honour to begin my Picture, and my Lord turns him away 
unciyilly, and won't let him compieat his Work. 


3 Dry. 


hd ded 0 _— 2 
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it is but departed Colours. 
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L. Dry. I know what Work you would have bim com- 
— ſtay, let me ſee; I will make an experiment» 
_ me your Work before you go, let me fee how 1 
ike it, | 

Ramb. Alas, my Lord, at preſent it is but rude, you 
can ſee nothing; four days hence, ſomething will appear. 

L. Dry. Let me ſee it as it is, Sir ; 1 gives him 
what a Devil of a Face is this ? . T the Picture. 

Ramb, Alas, it is but but——2 Pox on me for 
not looking on ſome Book, to get the Terms— (aſide.) 
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L. Dry. Departed Colours, what are thoſe? dead Co- 
lours, you would ſay, I believe. N4; 

Ramb. Ay, dead Colours, the other is a Term Gentle- 
men uſe, | 

L. Dry. Ay, ſuch a Gentleman as you are; but Sir, 
can this ever be a Face? | 
i R A moſt beautiful one, when my Pencil has 
ickt it. / 

L. Dry. Lickt it, ay indeed, it is more like a Bear's 
Cub, than a Face. | 

Ramb. It is a way of Drawing I have. . 

L. Dry. Is it, Sir, pray if you pleaſe, let that D 
be your way at preſent, and pray let my Houſe be never 4 
in your way of Drawing any more; — come in Betty, I'll 
talk wich Drawwell for this Trick. [Exit T. Dr. and Bet. 

La. Fad. This Gentleman a Picture-drawer ? I ſwear 
he is the handſomeſt Picture-drawer that ever I ſaw. Hold, 
Sir, pray a word with you. | | 

Ramb. Madam, I am commanded hence. | 

La. Fad. Sir, I have Empire enough here to reprieve 
you, at leaſt for a moment, and you ſhall ſtay : Sir, 
underſtand you draw Pictures, and ſo handſom a Picture- 
drawer muſt needs draw very handſom Pictures, what- 
ever wy Lord Drybone ſays. * | 
 Ramb. When I draw your's, Madam, I cannot do o- 
therwiſe. : ' 

La. Fad. I ſwear, an incomparable well-bred Man; #1 
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Noble Sir, you have drawn your own Portraicture, in 

moſt gentile Colours, that I am extremely ambitious to 

dave mine drayn by ſo delicate a hand. [> 
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Ramb. Madam, my Hand is unworthy. of that Ho- 
nour, your Picture deſerves rather to be drawn in a Coach 
and ſix Horſes, in triumph round the Town. 

La. Fad. I ſwear that is very witty and ſurprizing 
Sie, you now more and more inflame me with an ardent 
deſice to taſte of your Skill; I will not reſt till L obtain 
" the Felicity. ' 4 

Ramb. ky Pencil will be proud of the Glory. how 
ſhall I be rid of this impertinent Woman ! [aſide. 
Enter Ciſs, whiſpers Ramble. 

Ciſi. Sir, my Lady is extremely troubled, and aſham- 


my Lord is juſt now call'd out about an extraordinary 
Affair, and will not be back theſe three Hours: ſhe ſo 
extremely deſires to have her Picture drawn by you, that 
if you will ſtep down, ſhe will meet you at the Door, and 
go and fic for an Hour in any place, you ſhall think con- 
venient. "= 
! Ramb. Moſt excellent Creature, I adore thee for thy 
_ | Meſſage, were I on a precipice, I would leap down to 
; ſuch an Invitation; I will diGntangle my ſelf from Ma- 
dam Impertinence, that hooks her ſelf to me, and be at 
the Door in an inſtant. Madam, an Affair of conſequence 
calls me away, [Exit Ciſs.)J my Pencils, my Oyſter- 
ſhels, my brighteſt Colours, the exacteſt Motion of my 
Hand, and the beſt of my Skill, ſhall always attend your 
fair Phyſiognomy 3 Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble. Servant 
and Picture-drawer. [Ex. Ramb. 
La. Fal. The Top, the Cream, the Flower, the Quin- 
| tiſſence of Wit and Ingenuity; his harmonious Tongue 
haas left a tang, a reliſh. of a Paſſion behind it; I ſwear, 
I feel a little Palpitation, I ſhall not be at repoſe till I 
; commence my Intrigue ; and oh my brutiſh and obtuſe 
Memory, LI have forgot to ask bim, what happy Place he 
honours wich his abode z but now. I think on't, Frisky 
can lend me the knowledge, I will run with ſpeed, and 
borrow it of her. LEx. La. Fad, 
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ed my Lord has treated you thus uncivilly ; by good luck, 
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SCENE, The Street before Ramble's Lodging. 
Enter Ramble, and Betty Friſque, Vizarded. 


Ramb. Heaven be prais'd, we are ſafe at the place of 
Battle; this is my Lodging, in, in my Dear my 
Sweet | 4 

Betty. Hold Sir, I have honourably walk'd with you 
into the Field, but now I'll Article with you. 

Ramb. 1 abhor the word, it has been lately miſchievous 
to me, and 1 will not hear it. 

Enter a Woman Vizarded, as out of Ramble's Lodgings. 

Woman. Oh, Mr. Ramble, are you come; I have been 
waiting for my Picture this hour. 

Ramb. Oh curſe on my memory, I forgot this Aſ- 
fignation ; I have ſuch bundles of Billets Down, that I 
muſt keep a Clerk to enter them in the Journal : dear 
Madam, I beg your pardon, I was pre-ingag'd to a Perſon 
of Honour, and I quite forgot, come an hour hence, and 
I will not fail. Exit. 

Enter to them a Second Woman. 

2 Wom. So Mr. Ramble, you ſerve me finely, I have 
been ſtaying for my Picture theſe two hours, and here 
E promiſe em to Flirts; here is a Flirt newly gone out, 


s kept me Priſoner in a Cloſet this hour, I was ſo afraid 
to be ſeen, for fear of my Honour. 


Ramb. Oh, dear Madam. 


- 


2 Wem. No, Sir, I ſcorn to fit, if you draw the Pic- 
tures of every Flirt. 

Betty. So, Sir, but oh, I am ruin'd, my Lady Faddle's 
coming, whither ſhall I run, ſhe will know me by my 
Clothes, | 

Ramb. In—in—dear Madam, this Diſeaſe is faſtned on 
me; how ſhall I be cur'd of her? what an unlucky Rogue 
am I in my Amours ? | 

[Betty and Ramble ſtrive to run in, Betty gets in, but 

La. Faddle catches Ramble. | 
La. Fad. Have I found you Sir ? this is fortune, I will 
not part with you, till I obtain the Glory to be deciphered 
by your ipgenious Hand. 
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Ramb. Oh, Madam, What Appelles is fit for ſo great 
a Work? you are ſo admirably painted. | 
La. Fad, Not at all, Sir, you are miſinformed, I only 
uſe a little Red : Foh, Painted! I ſwear I hate a painted 
Woman in my Heart, I ſuſpect their Virtue; beſides, tis 
naſty : Painted! Foh, . | 
Ramb, I mean by Nature's Hand, 
La. Fad. I beg your Pardon, 1 miſunderſtood you. 
Ramb. That Art were ſaucy to contend, | 
La. Fad. Oh, Sir, you put me in a longing Expec- 
tation; I beſeech you let us to ſome convenient place, 
where you may begin your Work; put me in any 
Poſture you pleaſe, ſweet Sir, and let me taſte plentifu'ly 
of your Skill, o | As 
Ramb. Madam, I want ſome Poet to aſſiſt my Fancy. 
You ſhall be drawn'in a triumphant Poſture, with all the 
Gods and Goddeſſes attending Venus crying for not being 
ſo handſome; Juno ſcolding for Jealouſy of you; blind 
Cupid borrowing Glaſs-Eyes to ſtare on you; Jupiter 
transforming himſelf into a Lap-Dog, to kiſs you; Mars 
lying naked under your Feet, in the ſhape of a Back- word. 
La. Fad. Oh, admirable, when ſhall this moſt rare 
Piece be begun ? 
Ramb. That, Madam, I do not know. 
La. Fad. Not know, Sir! Why, Sir, is it not your 
noble Hand that performs it ? : 
Ramb, My Hand will not bave the Glory. 
La. Fad, Whoſe then, Sir? 
Ramb. 1 do not know, Madam. "I 
La, Fad. Ey, fy, Sir, this is Superlative Modeſty; Come, 


X come, Sir, | [She pulls him. 


Enter Merry. 

4 Maſter, Sir——how ! my Wife that muſt be, 
e? 

La. Fad, Oh, dear, my Servant here, I ſhall be dif- 

honoured, this is unfortunate. | 
Merry. Does my Maſter deal with ſtale Fleſh too ? and 
is he making me a Cuckold before I am married? I do 
not much care, he cannot cuckold me of her Money: how 
ſhall I do to out-face him now ?—how now Fack Ramble, 
eogtoſs all the Ladies. inks, and nods on * 
8 OT ad, 
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La. Fad. What ſhall I reply? what ſhall I invent ? 
this is infernal. [Aſides 
Ramb, How now, Sirrah, how came you and I fo 
familiar ? what, is this thy Rogue's Plot ? | 
[Merry winks, and nods on Ramble. 
Merry. So, Madam, this is fine. ado: 
La. Fad, I ſwear, Sir, ——1 fear, I don't know 
what to ſwear, I am in ſuch confuſion. 
Merry. Very well, Madam, this is a good beginning. 
. Ramb, This Rogue is intimate with her. This is 
ſome Plot, that I cannot diſcover. But ha, here is Sir 
Thomas coming this way in haſte, 
La. Fad, Sir Thomas Raſh catch me here! this is 
Diſhonour upon Diſhonour, 
Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, and four Bayliffs. 
Sir Tho, So, have I found you ? that is the Lady, I 
command you, take her. 
1 Bay, Lady Faddle, 1 arreft you in the King's Name, 


in an Action of a Thouſand Pounds, at the Suit of Sir 


Thomas Raſh, here preſent, 
Sir Tho, Come, put in ſubſtantial Bail, or go to Jail. 
Ramb. An Arreſt at my Lodging ! | 
Merry. My Wife that muſt be, arreſted? 
La. Fad. Arreſted ! [Ramble and Merry offer to 
draw, and the Bayliffs flep in and diſarm them. 


Sir Tho, Hold Sir, be not too forward, your turn will 


come ſoon enough. | 
La. Fad. ls this done, Sir Thomas, like a civil Perſon, 
and a Perſon of Honour ? | 
Mer. What is the buſineſs, Madam ? 
La. Fad. I will declare before all theſe Gentlemen: 


Know then, that a Nephew of mine, a Baronet in tbe. 


Country, was bound in a Bond of a thouſand Pounds 10 
come up to town, and marry Mrs. Chriſtina, Sir Thomas 9 
Daughter, four days ago, and I was bound in the fame 
Bond, | | 
Ramb, What's this? | by 
La. Fad. And my Nephew failing to come up, Sir 
Thomas, like an uncivil Perſon, takes the forfeiture of 
the Bond. | 
Ramb. How, Sir Thomas, have you engag'd your 
Daughter to any one, after you have promis'd a to Ly 
I 0s 
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a Tho. I promis'd her to you to be your Strampet, 
id I ? 

ERamb. My Strumpet ! ſure, Sir Thomas, you are 
craz'd, I know not what you mean, nor do you know 
your own meaning, 

Sir Tho, That ſhall be try'd. 

Mer. Is this all the buſineſs ? 

Sir Tho. Come, Bayliffs, wich your Priſoner to the Jail. 

Mer. Hold, hold, Sir, I'll releaſe her: Madam, we 
will have a Trick for his Trick; ſay you are my Wife, 
and plead Coyert-Baron. . 


— — — —̃ —e— — 


ſimple Lady into Matrimony. [afade. 

Mer. Yes, Sir, ſhe is the Wife of me John Merry, 

=S of Merry Hall, now meddle with her, Sir, if you 
i are, 

fl Sir Tho, Say you ſo, Sir, are you come over me ſo ? 

very well; then I ſhall ſpeedily take out a Writ to arreſt 

John Merry Eſq, in an Action of a thouſand Pounds, 
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ſaid John Merry and his Wife, the late Dame Faddle, have 
inthe World, can pay it. 
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La. Fed. Sir Thomas, I would have you to know, that 
| do your worſt, my Eſtate is able to pay twice that Sum, 
yet I haye enough remainin ; 
| .__ _ Mer. I am glad to hear of that, three or four tbbu- 
l a / fand Pounds will be good Sauce to make the old Gooſe 
"4 80 down. 5 Fog g La ſide. 
] \ Enter Chriſtina and Iſabella vizarded. 

Chriſ. Hold! before this noble Company part I have 
| ſomething of great Importance to ſay to Mr. Ramble, in 
the preſence of you all: Sir, do you know me? 

Ramb. Madam? [Diſcovers her ſelf to be Chriſtina, 
Chriſ. Sir, I am your unfortunate [Kneels to Sir Tho. 
Daughter, who, in obedience to your Commands, am 
going to remove ſo great a Misfortune as my ſelf for ever 


— — 2 
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your paſt Fatherly Love, by the ſecret remains of it ſtill in 
your Breaſt; by the remembrance of my dear Mother in 
Heaven, to give me leave to vindicate my ſelf, and chal-. 
lenge this baſe Villain in the preſence of —— who 
nowys 


Ramb. Was this the Rogue's Plot ? he has gull'd this 


| and he ſhall pay it me every Farthiog, if all the Eſtate the 


from your Family; but ere 1 depart, I beg you, by all 
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Dream is this ! 


ſaid of her laſt night ; that ſhe had been naught with you 


ever you touch'd ber, 


minable Falſhood of me? may Heaven ſtrike me dead 


may all the Curſes of injur'd Innocence purſue me, if eyer 
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knows my Innocence, in your own Preſence, to whom 
he has wrong'd me, in the preſenceof all theſe, to affirm, 
if he dares, if there be any Truth, or Shadow of Truth, 
in any Word or Tittle of what he ſpoke, in prejudice of 
my Honour, | 


Ramb. Hey, what Myſtery ! what Riddle! what 
Sir Tho. Yes, Sir, now affirm to her Face, what you 


before, that ſhe had made an appointment then to be 
naughe with you, and that ſhe been naught before 


© Ramb, O horrid ! what Devil has forg'd ſuch an abo- 
with Thunder; may the Earth ſink and ſwallow me; 


ſuch an impious Thought came into my Soul. 

Sir Tho. Ob, Impudence ! Impudence ! 

Ramb. And to ſhew my Words and Thoughts are the 
ſame, I here declare her as pure and ſpotleſs, as a Soul in 
Heaven. I defire no greater Happineſs in the World, 
than to poſſeſs her with all thoſe Misfortunes which I am 
accus'd to bave brought upon her. 

Sir Tho, Was ever the like Impudence heard? he ſaid 
all this I charge him with to my Face, and fought with 
me to maintain his Words. 

La. Fad. Very well, I ſhall have nothing to do with 
you, or your Diſputes; know, my Nephew is come to 


town,- but he ſhall go back * and break off the 
Match 3 and fo take your Cou 


Sir Tho. Sir Mannerly come? hold, Madam, one word 
more with your Ladyſhip, and 1'l] end all Controverſies : 
Well, Mr. Ramble, you declare in the preſence of my 
32 and us all, that you never meant the word 
ou ſaid. | 
Ramb. That I never ſaid or thought — thing of this 
Lady, but what a Votary might ſay of the Saint he 
prays ro, 


Sir Tho, That you acknow her entirely inno- 
cent o. — 7 i ledge 7 . 


Ramb. 


* 
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Ramb. That her Innocence is equal with her Beauty ; 


and that her Beauty can be equalPd by nothing, but ber 


own Innocence : and that ſhe can be compar'd with-none 
but her ſelf. 

Sir Tho, And that you will marry her, whenever I 
pleaſe, and leave her Fortune to my Diſcretion.. 

Ramb. That I will marry her without any conſidera. 
tion of a Fortune, rather than any other Woman in the 
World with a Kingdom, 

Sir Tho, Very well ; then take notice, I will marry 
her to Sir Mannerly Shallow : and ſo, my Lady Faddle, 
I releaſe your Ladyſhip ; and now our Conteſt is ended. 

Ramb. What's this! | 

Chriſ. Hold, Mr. Ramble, do not dare to interpoſe ; 
my Father has declar'd his Pleaſure, and I declare my 


ready Obedience; however, I will never have you of 


all Men! | 

Ramb. Oh my Torment ! 

La. Fad. Well, Sir Thomas, you haye dealt (let me 
tell you) ungentilely with me; but however, to put an 
end to Controverſies, I forgive you; and ſo let the Match 


proceed. [Ex. Sir Tho. Raſh, La. Fad. Chriſ. and Iſab. 


Ramb. Merry, a word, is this Lady your Wife? 


Mer, Yes, in earneſt, Sir. 
Ramb. Then, Sirrab, make her break off this Match, 


or 11] cut your Throat, how dear ſoever I pay for it. 


Mer. Well, Sir, a word to the wiſe is enough, you may 
be ſure I'll do what—lies in my power. Ex, Merry. 
Enter Betty Friſque. 

Betty. So, ſo, Mr. Ramble, you are a very fine Man ; 
ſome Women come to you for their Pictures, and others 
for promiſe of Marriage; I have heard all Paſſages ; this 
is you that lov'd, admir'd, ador'd me above all Cres- 


+ tures in the World; above all you could expreſs ; that you 


could have no reſt day nor njgh:, for thinking and ſighing 


| after me: Poor loving Man: I had been ſweetly ſerv 
if I had been ſuch a Fool as to have beliey'd you, and 
fall'n a loving you as hard as ever I could drive: well, | 
' thank you, you haye done me a kindneſs, I ſhall endure 


wy Confinement a little better after ibis: nay, 1 — 
: than 
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thank my old Lord for keeping me out of the Temp 


tions of ſuch falſe, diſſembling, inſinuating Men. [ Exit. 


Ramb. So, ſo, forſaken and hated by every one, all 
Afflictions come together; I am juſtly ſery'd for my li- 
quoriſh, greedy, inſatiable, ridiculous Temper ; that, 
like Adam, could not be contented in Paradiſe, but muſt 
be rafting all ſorts of Fruit, lawful or unlawful, tho I had 
Pleaſures enow in Chriſtina's Love to ſatisfy a Demy-God, 
and more than any mere Creature could merit: Well, 
Deſpair ſhall be damn'd before he ſhall have the fing'ring 

| of me, yet—Opportunity has not ſo turn'd his bald Crown 
on me, but I can have hold enough of his Ears yet; at 
leaſt I will have hold of my Riyal's Ears, whoe'er he be; 
this ſhall give him to underſtand [ Shows his Sword] what 
Portion he ſhall haye with his Lady ; nay, what Lady he 
f ſhall have, for this fair ſlender Creature ſhall enjoy bis 


Body, and ſpeedily. [Exit. 
e | 4H 
n ; 
h ACT v. SCENE I. The Kreer. 
b. | 23 . 

Sir Mannerly dreſt in a fine Country: ſaſbion d Suit. 

h, Enter Sir Mannerly Shallow, and Booby. | 
ay Sir Man. O W do my Clothes become me, Booby 2 
41 Boob, Bravely, an't like your Worſhip. 
Sir Man, And am I pretty handſom ? 
Wy Boo. Inever ſee a handſomer Man peep out of a Suit 
* of Clothes. | 
his Sir Man. Well, I long for my Bride; oh, how gen 
. tilely 1 could ſalute her now ? Madam, what a Spring, 
ou a Source, a Fountain, a River of Love and Beauty flows 


ing | from your Eyes; a Nilus of Beauty overflows the Egypt 
1 0 of your Face. | | 
Enter a Servant. 


where to be found, Sir. 
Sir Man. Hey, not to be found! well, then there is 
Knayery in this, they do it on purpoſe to make me _ 
H eit 


. Ser. Sir Thomas Raſh, nor Madam Chriſtina, are no | 
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-Feit my Bond. Oh dear, here comes the Perſon of 


Quality. [Enter the Porter.] I invited to my Wed- 
ding, what ſhall T fay to excuſe my ſelf to hm? 


- Noble Sir, I ſwear I am fo out of Aſpect I know 
not how to defijean my (elf; I was fo bold as to 
crave the Honour of your Company at my Wed- 


ding · Supper to- night, and I (wear, Sir, I cannot find my 


Bride 


Por. Not find your Bride, Sir! that's ſtrange; it's a 
eommon thing here in London for Women to run away 
from their Husbands after they're married, but I never 
knew a Woman run from her Husband before ſhe was 
married till now; well, Sir, there's no hurt done. 

Sir Man. Hold, noble Sir, I have receiy'd ſo many 
noble Favours from you to-day, that I will not let you 


ſtir till I Know to whom I am ſo much oblig'd. that 


I may know to whom to repay ; I beſeech you, Sir, to 
let me know your Honourable Name, for I am ſure you 


are of Noble Quality. 


en, Ay, Sir, I am a Knight,——I was dubb'd laſt 


L.ord-Mayor's Show. — | 
Sir Man, Look you there, Booby, did not I ſay he was 

a Knight? I beſeech you, Sir, of what Order? for by 
your Silver Chain, and noble Silver Plate, you muſt be of 
ſome Order that I bave not read of in Heraldry. + 

Por. I am of a very old Order, Sir, of the Order of 
Iſſachar; I ſtoop under my Burden, and my Creſt is an 
Aſs Couchant, | 
Sir Man. Look you there, Booby : I beſeech you, Sir, 


10 


” 


| your Name. 


* | 


; 


Por. My Name is Raſh, Sir, at your Service. 
Sir Man, What not Sir Thomas Raſh? 
Tor. Old Tom Rafh, Sir Thomas, if you will have 
it 0. *r 
Sir Man. Oh ſtrange, Booby ! 
Boob, Sir Thomas Raſh's Worſhip. 
Sir Man. Did one ever ſee the like? here have I been 
angling and trowling for my Father-in-law,-and have had 
him at my Hook all day. _ , wy. 
_ + Boob. 'This is juſt as your Worſhip and I look'd up and 


down for your Boots one day, and you had em on you 


Legs. Sit 
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Sir Man. Juſt ſo for all the World. | . 
of Por. What have I done now, 1 am afraid I have 
2d- | brought more Compliments on my Head they come 
— | they come full ſwinge—Ob, what will become of me? 
ww | Oh Sir, have mercy'on me. | 
to Sir Man, Noble Father- in law. Sir Man. and Booby 
d- Boob, His Worſhip's Father- L run and embrace him. 
ny | in-law's Worſhip, | on 
Por. What, do they call me Father-in-law ? 
$ 4 Boob. Your Worſhip, Sir Thomas, I believe, does not 
ay | know my Maſter's Worſhip ; my Maſter's Worſhip is Sir 
rer Manzerly Shallow, that is come to town, according to 
yas | his Bond, to marry your Daughter. | | 
Por, Come to town to marry my Daughter! I begin 
ny || to think 'em merry Men again; let me be hang'd if I can 
ou | gueſs, whether they be Fools, or no, for my life; 
bat | I'facks, I rather think they make a Fool of me. 
to Sir Man, I am the ſame Manneriy Shallow, on my 
'ou | Honour, Sir. | 
Por. Six Mannerly Shallow, ha, ha, what comes in 
laſt my Head, (Laughs.) I heard my Maſter and Name: ſake, 
Sir Thomas Raſh, talk of one Sir Mannerly Shallow, that 
vas is to marry my young Lady, and I warrant this ſimple 
by Gentleman is he; and he hearing my Name to be Thomas 
of Raſh, and calling my ſelf in waggery, Sir Thomas—he 
takes me to be my Maſter : —ha—ha—ha_-[Lauhs. 
of Hark you, Maſter, are not you Sir Mannerly Shallow ? 
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an Sir Man. I am, on my Honour, Sir Thomas. 
Por. Ha, ha, ba... [Laughs, 4 
Sir, Sir Man. Ay, the ſame; ha, ba, ha. [Laughs. 
Boob. It is his Worſhip. [ Laughs. 


[They all three laugh, and the Porter laughs the 
more 10 ſee them laugh. 
aye Por, I have laugh'd my Heart ſore z what a knaviſh 
Prank could I play now, to paſs for Sir Thomas Raſh, 
and pop my Daughter on this ſilly Knight: well, Sir, I 
will not cheat you, I am honeſt Tom Raſh, a poor Por- 
ell W ter, and Servant to that very Sir Thomas Raſh you want, 
hal W and come along, 1'11 lead you to him. | 
Sir Man. Come, Father-in-law, this is not gentile, i 
and W now you have owned your ſelf, to deny your ſelf again; - 
your H 2 you 4 
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you do it, now you ſee who l am, to make me forfeit 


my Bond But what baye I diſcovered ? let me com- 
re ʒ the very ſame Coat of Arms: 25 out a Letter, and 


I ſwear this was well thought on, Jcompares the S:al with 
1'il take my Oath; now if you Yehe Arms of the Por- 
deny your ſelf, Il go to LawCrer's Badge. 
with you, for I know you by your Arms. ae 
Por. This is better and better, ha, ha, ha. [Laughs. 
Sir Man. My Father in- law 1 ſee is a merry Man 
| 3 [ Laughs. 
Boob. Sir Thomas, his Worſhip did but jeſt, ha, ha. 
| a [ Laughs. 
Por, Well, I'll own my ſelf to be Sir Thomas Raſh, 
carry him to my Cellar, and there let my Wife look to 
him, whilſt I call my Maſter——Come, Son-in-law, I 
am your Father-in-law, and I am heartily glad to ſee you; 
1'il conduct you to my Off-ſpring, and your Bed-Mate 
that muſt be—— what ſport is here? 
Sir Man. Did not 1 ſay twas he? -. Exit Porter. 
Boob, What luck was this to find him, juſt as your 
Bond was forfeited. . | 
Sir Man. Ay, and by the Coat of Arms,—you muſt 
know I am very well skill'd in Coats of Arms—I can 
tell all our own Coats, and all the Quarterings ever ſince 
King Cadwallader, Oh, but Booby, was it not . 
that I ſhould invite my Father-in-law to his own Daugh- 
ter's Wedding ? 
1 Boob. 1 warrant, that made his Worſhip laugh ſo hear- 
tily. 8 | 
Sir Man. Well thought on, I ſwear, now run to my 
Cloak-bag, and fetch my Bag of Money to pay for my 
Wedding-Dinner. #55 [Exit, 
Boob, I ſhall, an't like your Worſhip——— [Exit. 
Enter Ramble and Merry.. 
Mer. Sir, am not I a loving Servant, that forſake the 
Wife of my Boſom; now Love has cook'd and diſh'd her 
1 up, and leave her piping hot, to run after your Appe- 
rite, | 
Ramb. Thou art an honeſt Fellow, Merry; but all 
things conſider'd, the kindneſs is as great to thy ſelf as 
me ; however, I accept i but haſt thou hunted out 
my Riyal ? Mer, 
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Aer. I ſaw him hereabout, not a quarter of an hour 


o. 
by What a kind of Fellow is he ? 

Mer. Oh, *tis ſuch a Cumberland Piece, he is much far- 
ther from Underſtanding, than his Country is from Lon- 
don; and has ſuch a living Log follows him, as you ne- 
ver ſaw:— many a wiſer Block has ſuffer d Martyrdom 
for Chriſtmas, in his Maſter's Hall-Chimney, ; 

Ramb, Prithee let's enquire hereabout for them, by t 
deſcription they are ſo remarkable, eyery body that bas 
ſeen *em, will inform us of them. [Exennty 
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_ N 
Enter Raſh and his Wife. 3 | 
| Wife, How, are you mad, Thomas, loſe ſuch a For- [ 
tune for my Daughter ? R | 5 
. Raſh. What, ſhall I play the Knave o' that faſnion? 1 
Wife. Is it Knavery to own your Chriſtendom ? Is b 
not your Name Raſh? and were not you chriſtened | 
L Thomas? 
1 Raſh, But I was not chriſtned Sir Thomas, was I? 
4 Wife, Well, if the Knight will chriſten you Sir Thomas, 
% what's that to any one ? | 
> Raſh. What, I ſhall ha' my Maſter Sir Thomas, ha” 
me up, coram nobis, for Forgery. 
. Wife. Well, let him coram nobis you as much as he 
dares ; there's no Law againſt owning one's own'Name ;. 
y let him take his Silver Badge again and he will, we can 
y live without his Chain, we ſhall be as good as he no. 
7. Raſh. I tell you I won't do it. | 2 5 
t. Wife, Won't you ? then let my Goods rot and they 
will, I'll ne'er fell penny- worth of Apples or Ginger · 
\e bread more whilſt I live. | | «<6 
er Raſh,” Theſe Women will rule the Roaſt— well, III 
e- be Sir Thomas then, bu if 1 look thro” a Scorch Caſe- 
ment for this, that is to ſay, a Pillory, I'll lodge a Cud- 
all gel in your middle Story backward. 


Wife. Let 'them do what they dare, they ſhall find a 
Meſs of bot Codlings 0 ms I warrant them: Giye me 
| wn BY No * 
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my clean Kercher, and my Hat, and run quickly and 
fetch Winny from School. 


Raſh. There, there, don em quickly, our Son-in-law 

Enter Sir Mannerly, and Booby with a Bag of Money 
un der his Arm; a Beggar-woman with a Child, beg- 
ging of Sir Mannerly, : | 

of Man. Well, 1 neyer ſaw ſuch a fine Street in my 
N 


Ber Wo, Pray your Worſhip, give a poor Woman 
ſomething. 

Sir Man. B gone, Begear-woman. 

Raſh. Son-in aw, you are heartily welcome; ſee, this 
is y ur Mother-in-law, | 

Wife, For wam of better, Sir, 

Sir Man. Midam, yuur moſt humble Servant. 

Raj, Well, Son, fe rn and fetch your Bride; ſhe 
is but two doors. off at 4 Boarding-School, where I k-ep 
her for good Breeding, You wonder to fee ſo many Ap- 
ples here; my Wife and 1, you muſt know, are ; fem 
Lovers of Apples, and we are laying in our. Winter-ſfore 
into our Cellar ; that's my Cellar, but that great Houſe is 
my Habitation, | | 
Sir Man. Oh ſtately, that's like the Palace of Sol Sub- 
limibus, Alta Columnis.— And Gold on the top too, 
Clara micante Auro. „ AP 

Raſh. Ay, toſhow I love Apples, 1 haye a Golden 
Apple, a Golden Pippin on the top; well, I'll leave you 
with my Wife, I be back preſently. Ex. Raſh, 

Sir Man. Is your Ladyſhip ſo great a lover of Apples! 
I ſhall agree with you then mightily in Diet, for 1 love 
Apples as well as ever Adam did, and here are as many 

fine . as ever I ſaw in = life, 

Boob, Curious Apples indeed. | 

Wife. Pray Son-in-law be pleas'd to eat one, there's a 
Pippin, as good a one as ever Tooth was put in—and as 
ſound as my ſelf, | 
Boob. A pure Pippin. | | 
Sir Man. Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Seryant : my 
Lady's a plain Woman, Booby. 

Boob. She ſeems a yery hearty Woman, an't like your 
Worlbip, Tou 
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Enter Raſh and Winnifred. 


Raſh. See, Son, here's your young Yoke-fellow, that 
muſt into the Nooſe with you. ? * 


Sir Man. A moſt tranſcendent Beauty ! 
Raſh, A plain Gir), | 

Sir Man. Not at all, ſhe's the Epitome of Perfection; 

I am enamgur'd above the capacity of expreſſion ; I de- 

ſerve to forfeit a thouſand Bonds of a thouſand Pound, 

for ſtaying the thouſandth part of a Minute from her Em- 


braces ; I will pay che forfeiture of my Bond in Love and 
Kiſſes z _— 1 will number up. | 


Beg. We. Pray, good your Worſhip. 
Sir Man. What a troubleſom Woman art thou? doſt 


not ſee I am buſy a complimenting ?—1 fay, 1 will 
number up by Art Arithmetical. | | 


Beg. Wo. Pray your Worſhip, 

Sir Man. Did one ever ſee the like? 

Boob, Woman, do not trouble his Worſhip. 

Wife. Re gone, or I'll ſend for the Beadle. 

Sir Man. I fay, I will number up—1 will number 
this ſcurvy Beggar-woman has broke off my Speech; that 
I vow and ſwear, I do not know what 1 was. going to 
ſay— bad better ba' given her a Shilling, than have loſt 

| ſuch a Speech. r 

Boob, I could find in my heart, Beggar - woman, to 
kick you, for ſpoiling his Worſhip's Speech no matter — 
your Worſhip—has twenty more as good. 

Raſh. No matter for Compliments: Come, Son-in-law, 
to Church, if you pleaſe, and there let the Parſon com- 
pliment you both into Man and Wife, and that's the 
Compliment of Compliments, | wh 

Sir Man. With all my heart, and may a thouſand Cu- 
pids hover over every Pew, to fill your heart as fullof Love, 
as mine is of Love and Admiration. 

Boob. Did you ever hear ſuch pure Compliments ? 
© Raſh, Never in all my days. I As they are going off enter 


A\ 

F .> 
; 

| 1 


Mer. That's he. Ramble and Merry. 
Ramb. Is that he ? *tis ſo ridiculous a Fellow, I cannot 
be angry with bim. | | 


Aer. Go, Sir, manage bim — whilſt I handle L. 


9 — 


that follows him. 


— 
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the ſecond King of Frogs, 42 takes Sir Mannerly, 


and Merry, Booby, aſide, 


Ramb, Sir, one word with you in private. 
{To Sir Man. 

Mer. 2. one word with you in private 
[To Booby. 


Sir Man. With me, Sir? 
Boob, With me, Forſooth ? | 
Ramb. Ay, Sir, it muſt be very private. 
Mer. Ay, Sir, 
Ramb, Is not your Name Sir Mannerly Shallow ? 
Sir Man. It is, Sir, what then, Sir ? 
Ramb, Are not you come to town to marry Sir Tho- 
mas Raſh's Daughter ? 
Sir Man. I am, Sir, what then, Sir ? 
Boob, Four Oxen to run for a Wager, Sir, do you ſay ? 
Mer. From Tweed to Newcaſtle, 
Ramb, Then you muſt not have her, Sir. 

Sir Man. How, not have her, Sir! 
Ramb. No ſtirring, Sir, if you do, this runs into your 

Guts. 
Sir Man. Into my Guts, Sir? 
Ramb. Ay, into your Guts, Sir, 

Boob. My Maſter's Py'd Ox to be one. 

Mer. For a Wager of fourſcore Load of Hay 
Sir Man. Booby. — 

Ramb. No Booby, Sir 

Sir Man. No Booby, Sir ? 
Ramb, No Booby, Sir 

Boob, To be eat all with Muſtard. 

Mer, All with Muſtard. 
Boob, An Ox eat Muſtard ! 
Mer. All with Muſtard. 
Ramb. I ſhall be very brief with you, I ſhall FLY 
but two things to you, take your choice, either to go out 
immediately and fight me, and he of us two that comes 
alive out of the Field, ſhall have the Lady; or elſe, this 


minute to take Poſt for Cumberland, and not to come up 
till I am married to her. 


Sir Man. To go and fight with you, Sir! 


Ramb. 
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Ramb. Ay, Sir, till one of us fall dead, or ride Poſt 
for cumberland; take your choice. 
Sir Man. Ride Poſt for Cumberland, Sir ! ; 


Ramb. Ay, Sir, chuſe inſtantly, or this goes into your 
Guts, Sir! | 


Sir Man. My Guts, Sir ! 
Ram b. Ay, Sir. 
Sir Man. Booby. 
Ramb. No Booby, Sir; ſpeak quickly what you'll do. 
Boob, And the Ox that wins to be knighted ! 
Mer, To be knighted. | 


Bosh. I never heard the like; let me tell his Worſhip— 


— 


done, 
Ramb. Say what you'll do, and that inſtantly. 
Sir Man. Sir, II! 
Ramb. What will you do, Sir? 
Sir Man. Sir, | by | 
Ramb, Diſpatch, Sir. | | 
Sir Man. Sir, 1I'l'——Sir, I will not, Sir: What ha” 


you to do to make me fight, or ride Poſt either, whe- 


ther I will or no, Sir ? 


Ramb. No queſtioning my Authority, ſpeak inftantly, 
I fay, inſtantly. 


Sir Man. I never met with ſuch a Fellow in my Life» | 


Ramb. You will not ſpeak, Sir. 
Sir Man, Sir, Þ'l] 
Ramb. What, Sir ? 
Sir Man, Sir, I'll ride Poſt, Sir. 

Ramb. Then come along, Sir; Pll fee you mount- 
and attend you, or one ſhall for me, one forty or 


ed 


fifty Miles on the way: no looking o'er your Shoulder, Sir. 


[Drags him out ; Sir Mannerly looks back and offers 
to ſpeak, Ramble ſtops his Mouth. 

Wife, Mr. Booby, Mr Booby, there's a Gentleman runs 
away with your Maſter z call a Conſtable, Thomas, a Con- 
ſtable; come along with me Winny to call a Conſtable. 

Raſh. Is the Woman mad to make a Hubbub ?— 


hold your Tongue. : 
Wife. 1 will not: he carries away our Son in- law by 
force. [Exit 


Boob. 


Mer. Preſently, when 1 ha' done: I have not balf 
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_ Boob, One ſteal my Maſter ! [Raſh follows her. 


Mer. No ſtirring, Sir. | 

Boob, No ſtirring—— What, you help to ſteal 
bim, do you? here Beggar-woman, (Gives the Beggar- 
bold my Bag of Money a little, and 4 woman the Bag of 


I'M ery a Friskin with him; thou C Money to held. 


ſhalt not come at thy Sword. | — 
[Merry and Booby fight off the Stage. 

[4 noiſe of a Hubbub within, and mean while the Beg- 

gar-woman watches her Opportunity, lays down the 

Child, and runs away with the Money. 

Enter Ramble and Merry. ; 

Ramb. This is good, the Conſtable and the Rabble 
have ſeiz'd our Foes 3 and we, the Aggreſſors have 
eſcap'd, whilſt the two Clowns ſtick faſt in the Mud of 
the dirty Croud : Let's purſue our Fortunes, overtake Sir 
Thomas and the Company, be very impudent and obſti- 


nate, and ſee what that will do. 


Mer. With all my heart, Sir. for I do not care for 
coming within the reach of that heavy- fiſted Fool any 
more. LE xeunt. 
Enter Conſtable, Sir Mannerly, Booby, Raſh, Wiſe, 

and Winnifred, 

Sir Man. You have let go the Thieves that would have 
ſtolen me, and here you hold my Man and me. 

Conſt, Stolen you, Sir! I- found this Man in actual 
Battery. 

Book, He batter'd me as much. | 

Raſh. Come, come, Son- in- law, never make a buſtle 
on your Wedding - day, give the Conſtable a Spill. 

Sir Man. There's a Spill, but I take my Oath he 
would have ſtolen me. 

Conſt, No more words on't, come——there, go a- 
bout your buſineſs, ; 

Sir Man. Come, Madam, as the Poet ſays— Per va- 
rios ca ſus per tot diſcrimina rerum. : 

[Exeunt Sir Man. Raſh, Wife, and Win. 

. Boob, I think I plough'd his Chaps for him; an'he had 

cuff'd a little longer, I would ba puli'd up his Noſe by 

the Roots but where's the Beggar-woman with my 


Ras of Money ? look if ſhe has not laid it in the whe 
ike 


low has lain a Child in the Street. 
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like a Baggage, a thouſand to one but it might have been 
ſtolen————hey, my Bag of Money is alive! a Baſtard, 
a Baſtard, [Takes up the Child) ſtop Thief, ſtop Thief; 
a Beggar-woman has run away with a Bag of Money, and 
has left a Baſtard in the room: ſtop Thief, Thief, 

[Lays down the Child, and offers to run away, 
Watchm. Mr. Conſtable, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Fel- 


Conſt, Stop him, ſtop bim, knock him down; how 
now, Sirrab, lay a Baſtard in the Street ! 

Boob. Is it my Baſtard ? is it not the Beggar-woman's 
Baſtard that was a begging here, and has run away with 
all my Money ? 

Conſt. She was your Whore, was ſhe, Sirrah ? here's 
a fine Plot of a Rogue, Neighbours, to' make a buſtle in 
the Streets, that his Whore might have an opportunity to 
lay a Baſtard to the Pariſh : Yes, Sirrah, the Pariſh ſhall 
maintain ſuch a luſly Rogue as you in Leachery ? 
come, Sirrab, to the Houſe of Correction. 

Watehm. Ay, Mr. Conſtable, whip him, whip bim; 
this way the Pariſh-Money goes; I Ke: been ſeſs'd a- 
boye fifteen Shillings this Year, for ſuch Rogues unlawful 
Lecheries. | | 

Boob, Whip me! I never ſaw the Woman before in 
my life. | 

Conſt. Then you lay with her in the dark, did you, 
Sirrah ? | 

Boob. I am but newly come to Town. | 
Conſt. Then you ſhall be whipt as ſoon as you come; 
a Whipping-Poſt ſhall be your Welcome, | 

Boob, Whip me if you dare, ſince you go to that, for 
I belong to a Critick. 

Conſt. A Critick, what's that ? 

Boob. A great Judge; that was he that was here juſt 
now. 

Conſt. He a Judge ! he looks like a Man fit to hold the 
Scale of Juſtice indeed; he is more fit to hold a Grocer's 
Scale, and weigh Plumbs and Comfi's than Cauſes. 

Conſt. Come, Sirrah, I'll let out your hot Blood; I'll 
plant a Grove o Birch in your Arſe-0'-peak. 


Boob. 
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Boob, Oh, Mr. Conſtable, my Maſter is a Northern 
Judge indeed, and a Baronet, I can prove it, | 
Conſt. I care not what he is, Sirrah; will he put in 


Security to keep the Child, and buy off your Whipping ? 


Boob, Why muſt he ? or muſt 1 be whipt ? 

Conſ!. That Time ſhall try. 

Boob. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, come along ; my Maſter's 
Worſhip ſhall be bound, and give you any content. 

Conſt, Well, let's ſee what he will do. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Tho. Raſh, Merry, Chriſtina, La. Faddle, Iſa- 

bella, Bridget, and Ramble, 

La. Fad. Where have you been, Mr. Merry? 

Mer, Only ſettling ſome things about my Eſtate. 

Sir Tho, Do not follow and tantany us, Mr. Ramble, 


for I declare poſitively, thou ſhalt never have my Daughter. 
Chriſ. Mr. Ramble, my Father is engag'd to another; 


but whether he was or no, the Words you ſaid are never 
to be forgiven : neither Extravagance, Railery, Drink, 
nor nothing can excuſe em; they have fix'd you in my 
eternal Hatred ; and you are the only thing of all Hea- 


ven's Creatures I abhor, 


'Ramb, Then I am the only wretched thing of the 
whole Creation, and the more wretched, ſince I ſuffer 
innocently : For whatever have been my other Sins, from 
that unpardonable one of blaſpheming your Honour, I am 
wholly innocent: Conſider why I ſhould ſay it, what 
ſhould move me to it ? what did provoke me ? and what 
ſhould I gain by it when ſaid ? 

Chriſ. That foppiſh Vain-glory which' poſſeſſes all 
your Sex,. of defaming thoſe Women, whoſe Honours 
you cannot otherwiſe abuſe, 

Sir Th. Why, Sir, what ſhould move me? what pro- 
yoke me ? and what ſhould I gain by telling a Lye, Sir? 

Jab. I ſwear, Madam, I begin to pity him, and think 
there's ſome miſtake, . 

La. Fad. 1 dare not interpoſe, for fear of diſcoyering 
the Affair about my Picture | 

Mer. Come, Sweet-heart, you are the chief Perſon 
concern'd ; you muſt reſign your claim to this Lady 


for Jack Ramble is my Friend; and tho I know nothing 


of the Buſineſs, I know he is innocent, becauſe 1 1 * 
im 


rr, 
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him to be an honeſt Fellow; but whether innocent or 
no, I will have Matters made up; for in plain Terms, if 
my Friend may not bed the Woman he loves, I will not 
bed the Woman I love: I will never be happy while my 
Friend is miſerable. 5 

La. Fad. How, Mr. Merry ! 

Sir Tho, Let me alone with him, Madam; Sir, what 
baye you to do to intermeddle in my Afﬀairs ; bed who 

ou will, Sir, and what you will, Sir; but if you ſay 

be did not ſay theſe Words, I give you the Lye, and | 
there's my Gloye. ET, E. 1 

Mer. Take your Glove, Sir, your Hand is old, and | 
will catch cold, 

Ramb. Some Devil has appear'd to him in my ſhape, 
and ſaid this. | | 


. Enter Betty Friſque and Ciſs. 
Betty, Oh dear, have I met with your Ladyſhip ? 
[To Lady Faddle.] this is lucky, if ever you will be kind 
to me in your Life, Madam, take me into your Com- 
pany I have been abroad but two Hours, and my 
Lord has been to ſeek me in ſuch a Rage, that if you do 
not excuſe me, it will be a parting Quarrel, 

Ramb. Betty Friſque here! how do my Sins follow 
me? what ſhall I do? now I think on*t, ſhe dares no 
more own the knowledge of me, than I dare of her: my 
ſtanding Virtue, Impudence, muſt aid me. 

La. Fad. Why doſt thou do this, Betty ? 
| | Enter Lord Drybone. 

L. Dry. So, Gentlewoman, are you berded Yo 
ha! what do I ſee here, her Father ? that's he I ſaw laſt 


% he dE Mera Ei s 


- night, I'm ſure on't 3 I remember his Face again, th I 
ſaw him in the dark: Very well, Sir, take your Daugh- 
k ter again, I am very glad 'tis you ſhe runs to, I thought 


to have found her in worſe Company: There, Sir, take 
g | her, take her, and make the beſt of her. [To Sir Thomas, 
or Tho. My Daughter, Sir! To whom do you ſpeak, 
Sir? | - 
Ramb. What, more Miſtakes ? 
L. Dry. To you, Sir. | 
Sir Tho, To me, Sir? I am as good a Man as your ſelf, 


Sir, ; 
I | L. Dry. 
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I. Dry. As good a Man, Sir ? 

Mer. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. 

L. Dry. Sir, I am a Perſon of Honour, Sir, 

Sir Tho, And I am a Perſon of Quality, Sir. 

IL. Dry. Well, Sir, be of what Quality you will, Sir, 

you came laſt night to my Door with Fiddles, and chal- 
eng*d me for debauching your Daughter, Sir; then you. 
could own her in the dark, for your own Pleaſure, Sir, 
and now I will make you own her for mine: and, as I 
told you laſt night, ſhe had been debauch'd before I 
touch'd her, ſo I tell you again, if ſhe bad not, perhaps 
I would have conſider'd her. 

Ramb. The Miſtake comes out. 

Sir Tho, Hold, my Lord, was not you in your 
2 goun and Drawers ? 

I. Dry. Yes, Sir, and you was in a Buff, coat. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Ramble, where art thou? wilt thou for- 
give me ? canſt thou forgive me? honeſt Mr. Ramble for- 
give me. 

Ramb. Now, Madam. | 

Sir Tho. My Lord, I thank you heartily for this Diſco- 
very, you have clear'd up a Miſtake in which J perſiſted, 
to the injury of an honeſt Gentleman ; but now I will do 
my ſelf and him right : Know then, -this Gentleman is a 
Servant to my Daughter, and this is my Daughter I chal- 
leng'd you about ; and finding him ſomething airy and 
wild, was deſirous to hinder the Match; and he paſling 

by my Door with Fiddles laſt night, I, in a Rage, pur- 
ſu'd him to your Lordſhip's, and miſtaking your Lordſhip 
for him in the dark, I challeng'd you with Intentions of 


debauching o Daughter, and your reply entangled us in 
w 


Difficulties, which now are vaniſh'd. 
I. Dry. Then this is the Lady it ſeems was ſerenaded. 
N | [To Chriſtina, 

Ramb. The ſame, my Lord, the playing at your Door 

Betty, No, no, 'twwas to me. 

Chriſ. He brings himſelf off wittily. 

L. Dry. But hold, Sir, now I remember, you came to 
draw her Picture to day. | 

Chrif, Has he that Trick too 


Ramb, 
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Ramb, I did fo. | | 
Betty. Ay, ay, I have an Intrigue with him. 
Ramb, But it was only for Divertiſement, I never ſaw, 
her before in my Life. | 
Betty. Why do you ſay ſo ? 'twas an Appointment : 
Well, my Lord, you and I muſt part, you fee how falſe Jam. 
L. Dry. Dear Betty, forgive me, I ſee thou haſt more 


Virtue and Goodneſs than 1 have Eſtate to reward; live. 


with me again, and I will become a new Creature, 

- Betty, That muſt be by ſome very ſtrange Miracle indeed, 
that an old Man ſhould become a new Creature but 
however, mend as much as you will, 1 ſhall never mend, 
1 ſhall continue my Intrigues with Pifture-Drawers, and 
Pages, and Hackney-Coachmen and eyery Man I can 
come near, 


L. Dry. Oh, do not treat me thus ſeverely, I have in- 


jur d thy Virtue, but I will make thee recompence ; for. 


my life, and all the pleaſure of it lies in thy Fayour, 
Betty. No, no, this keeping of Women, by you. 
old Sinners, is but done out of a ſcurvy Cuſtom, not any 
need you have; like old Snuff-takers, that cannot live 
without Snuff, tho it never makes them ſneeze : do but 


break your ſelf of the Cuſtom for one Month, and you 


will find no want. But come, ſince you are humbled, I 


make a Propoſal z promiſe before all this noble Compa- 


ny, to make a Settlement of 500 l. a- year on me for 


Life, that if we ever quarrel, I may have ſomething to 
truſt to, and 1 will return to my Dominion again, and 


govern you as formerly. 


L. Dry. 1engage it, and you ſhall have it drawn by 


what Lawyers you pleaſe, ; 
Betty, Then I am your's in the new-faſhion'd Matri- 
mony for ever. 


L. Dry. I am, as formerly, your moſt obſequious 


Keeper, | 
Sir Tho, Oh, theſe are fine doings, but I ſay nothing. 
Ramb, Now Madam, it is my turn to quarrel, and be 
unkind. 
_ Chriſ. Yes indeed, you had need boaſt of your Inno- 
cence ; witneſs, the importunate Temptations of a young 
12 Lady, 
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Lady, which you manfully reſiſted laſt night, and could 
by no means be brought to her Embraces; witneſs this 
Creature, whoſe Picture it ſeems you drew, an Excellence 

I never knew you had till now. 

Ramb. Oh, forgive me, I acknowledge my faults with 
grief and penitence, I am amazed, how it was poſſible 
or me to think of any thing but you; but hopes of Love, 
are like the proſpect of a fair Street a great way off, and 
* Poor cannot blame a poor thirſty Traveller, if he takes a 
ſip here and there by the way [Kneels, 

Sir Tho. How, on thy Knees, Mr, Ramble ! I (wear, 
we rather ought to kneel to thee. Riſe, riſe, Man, were 
I not to forfeit a thouſand pound Bond, thou ſhouldſt 
have my Daughter before any Man. 

Ramb, Say you ſo, Sir, Dirt ſhall never be laid in the 
Scale with Beauty, I will pay the forfeiture. 

Jab. This is brave, I ſwear, now Madam, you are 
bound in Honour and Gratitude to forgive him, 

Sir Tho, Mr. Ramble, this is ſo generous a Propoſition, 
that I will pay the forfeiture of the Bond, give thee my 
Daughter, and a thouſand Pound more with her, than 
ever I deſign'd for her Portion with any Man—take 
her—ſhe's thine. 

Chriſ. Well, Sir, I hope you will give over your 
PiCture-drawing. 

Ramb. Now I am in Heaven, and all my Sins forgi- 
ven, upbraid me not with them; I will draw no Pictures 
but my own, and thoſe neyer without your help. 

La. Fad. How, Sir Thomas, will you uſe my Nephew 
thus ſcurvily ? 

Mer. How, will you oppoſe my deſire ? Reſiſt my 
Virgin Authority. | 

Ky Fad, Mr. Merry, I will not bave my Nephew thus 
abus'd. 

[Enter Sir Mannerly, Winnifred, Porter and Wife] 
See, he has found us. | 

Sir Man, My Lady Aunt, wiſh me joy. | 

La, Fad. Wiſh thee joy, Sweet-heart, for what, for 
laſing thy Bride } here is Sir Thomas Raſh, after all our 
Articles, is going unworthily to beſtow his Daughter up- 
on another. | 


Sir 
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Sir Man. How, Aunt, you do not know Sir Thomas 
Raſh when you ſee him, nor his Daughter neither 
ſure I have her faſt enough, I am married to her already, 
and here ſhe is. ok 
Chriſ. This the Creature that was deſign'd for me? 
bleſs me ! what a deliverance have 1 Had ? 
Sir Tho, This, Sir Manzerly. 2 
La. Fad. What doſt thou ſay, art thou married to 
that Girl ? | 0 
Sir Tho, Married to my Porter's Daughter ? this Fellow 
is my Porter, Madam, and his Wife is my Appte-wo»-' 
man. EY F 
Sir Man. Your Porter, what's that? | 
La. Fad. He goes of Errands for Groats, and Te- 
ſters, and Pence; this is Sir Thomas Raſh, and this is his | 
Daughter. ' enn 
Sir Man. How! am I cozen'd ſo? is this Sir Thomas 
Raſh ? and is this his Daughter ?-—are you no Sir The- 
mas ? and you no my Lady ? and do you go of Errands* 
for Groats and Pence? and do you ſell Apples 
Por. Faith, Son, 'tis a folly to diſown it, now all is 
done; theſe are our Occupations, I am no Knight, but 
of your dubbing ; you would dub me a Knight whether: 
. 1 would or no—1 was not ambitious of the Honour. 
Wife. Well, tho we are poor Folks, we are honeſt and 


true. 
Sir Man. Honeſt and true; Sirrab, come back, and 
unmarry me again, [Beats the Porter. 


Sir Tho. Hold, hold, Sir Mannerly, now- tis too 
late; how came this Miſtake Tom? « TM TY. 
Por. My being your Worſhip's Nameſake caus d it; 
he would needs bear me down I was ow Honour, 'and. 
marry my Daughter in ſpite of my teeth. 45 
La. Fad, Oh, how haſt thou diſhonour'd our Fa- 
mily ! 13 
Sir Man. Fear not, Aunt, I'll feague em; Porter, 1'lt 
make it a ſcurvy Errand to you; and Apple-woman, 
pour Daughter ſhall be a-coſtly Pippin to you. — 5 
Wife, Do your worlt, 
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Enter Conſtable, and Booby with a Child in his Arm. 

Boob, Here's his Worſhip z oh, an't like your Wer- 
ſhip, if you won't be bound to maintain this Child for 
me, I ſhall * Priſon, and be whipt preſently. 

Sir Man, Maintain that Child? What ba you got a 
Baſtard ſince you came to town already ? 

Boob, *Tis a Beggar-woman's Baſtard, I never ſaw in 
my days before. 

Sir Man. Get a Baſtard of a Beggar-woman. in a day's | 
time ? do they breed fo faſt in London? that's faſter than 
_ _ Coneys do; no wonder London is fo full of 

eople. THE : 

Boob. An't like your Worſhip, I neyer ſaw or touch'd 
the Woman, or any Woman, I never lay with any 
Woman in my life; give me a Book, I'll kiſs it upon it. 

Sir Man. How — you come by this Baſtard then? 

Boob, I did not come by it, it came by me; I gave 
a Beggar-woman the Bag of Money to hold, whilſt 1 cuft 
with the Thief's Man that would have ftole you, and 
| 2 lays down the Baſtard and runs away with the Bag of 

oney. . 

Sir an. How, loſt my Bag o* Money; then be whipt, 
V1] keep none o the Baſtard, 

Gonſt, Then come Sir. ; 

Sir Tho, Have pity on the poor Fellow. 

Sir Man, No, ſince he would not keep my Bag o 
Money, I won't keep his Baſtard. 

Boob, Oh, an't like your Worſhip, be but bound for 
me, I'll keep it my ſel. I'll ferve it out. 

Sir Man. Well then; Apple-woman, ſince I am mar- 
ried, do you keep my Man Booby's Baſtard for nothing; 
that ſhall be for a Portion with your Daughter. 
8 I don't care if I do: the Child is a fine likely 

Ids 

Sir Man. Well, 1 ſcorn to be beholden to you, I 
will pay for the keeping of it; but Booby, I will ſend 
you * quickly into the Country, if you get Baſtards 
thus faſt. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Conſtable diſcharge the Man, I'll fee that 


the Gentleman, his Maſter perform bis word. 


Conſt. 
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Conſt. Well then, o* your word, Sir Thomas, I re- 
- leaſe him, | 

Sir Man, So, I haye come up to Londen to a very fine 
purpoſe ; I ha' loſt my Miſtreſs, loſt my Money, am 
married to an Apple-woman's Daughter, and muſt keep 
a Beggar-woman's Baſtard ; whereas, I thought to have 
liv'd in London, and never ſeen the Country more: I 

will now go down into the Country, and ſpend all my 
time in railing againſt London: I will never ſee London 

more, {o much as in a Map, I will burn my Map of Lon- 
don that hangs in my Parlour— | 

Sir Tho, A yery honeſt, and as the Times are, pious 
and wholeſom Reſolution, Sir Mannerly; better live in 
the Country, and burn your Map of London, than live in 
London, and ſpoil your Map of Humanity, with Drink- 
ing and Wenching. 

Por. Ay, Son-in-law, better go into the Country, and 
live lovingly with my Daughter, than ſtay in Town, and 
turn her away, and keep a Wench in her ſtead, as Gen» 
try do that marry, and live here. 

Sir Man. Why, do they ? 

Wife, Ay, the more ſhame for em. 

Sir May, Then I'm reſoly'd I'll ſtay in London, and 
Booby, you can find Baſtards, do you find a Wench 
for me, N 


Wife. Keep a Wench under my Winny's Noſe, 1'll 
tear her Eyes out. 

Sir Tho, I will diſſuade him; well, Sir Mannerly, 
I am very ſorry for the Misfortune you have met with 
in coming to town for my Alliance; I will cancel 
the Bond to make you ſome recompence; and ſince 
my Daughter is not ſo- happy to enjoy you, let 
my Houſe have the Honour to entertain you: whi- 
ther I alſo invite the reſt of this noble Company: 
my Lady Faddle and her Husband, my Lord Dry- 
bone, and his Settlement, and Tom Raſh, and thy 
Wife, be cf our Society now; this noble Alliance 
has adyanc'd theez be a Knight to day, and Prince 
of Porters for ever, and thy Wife, Lady of Apple» 
women ; I will haye both your Statues made in 


Ginger- 


- 
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Ginger-bread, and ſet up in Coſtermongers- Hall, and 
Noble Brides and Bridegrooms all walk in, eg 


And loye apace, as faſt as you can drive, 
And may the Trade of Loye for eyer thrive. 
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